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daughter, a younger woman with a crush on him that’s 
reached boiling point. First time innocence is about to get 
a hard lesson in matters of the heart. 


Loyalties will be tested, oaths made and the old family ways 
shaken to their core. Can Linda get her man and keep him, 
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CHAPTER 1 


Daniel 


Without even opening the bag, | know its light. About a 
hundred grand light. | didn’t get to where | am by guessing; 
and the difference between a million and nine hundred 
thousand weight is...a hundred grand. 


“It’s short.” | clip, not even looking up. 


“I thought you'd like to know, Mr. Leoni. It being so... 
irregular.” Carlo says respectfully. He knows I’m busy, but 
also knows to interrupt me when things get /rregular. 


“What else?” | ask, finally meeting his deep eyes, so dark 
the black matches the bags underneath. I can read him like 
a book. 


“He sent his kid. Said something about his treatment, about 
him not being able to make it in person.” Carlo studies his 
feet. | can tell he always takes it personally when he has to 
deliver other people’s bullshit. 


“His kid? | thought he-. Oh! Well,” | say, humoring the 
stench of fresh BS, “bring in his kid, let’s see what he has to 
say.” Carlo looks up, a pained look comes into his eyes. | 
light my cigar and put my feet up on my desk. Busy can 
wait, | love an entertaining story first thing in the morning. 


A hundred grand light. What is he, fuckin’ crazy? 


The doors open and close, then Carlo reappears. It takes a 
second for my eyes to see through the gray cloud of smoke, 
but | suddenly put my feet back on the floor, resting the 
three hundred dollar inferno in the marble ashtray. 


“Get out.” | say in a low voice. Carlo disappears, but a pair of 
blue eyes shift, unsure. 


“| just came in,” she says matter of fact. 
Is she grinning? 


Hoping | haven’t made a sound, | shift in my seat. | pick up 
my cigar again, | need to put something in my mouth to stop 
myself from crying out that I’m hers. 


Those clear blue eyes meet mine, searching. Looking for the 
moment | let her know she’s won. That she has me, but | 
can’t let it show. Not yet. Maybe not ever. 


If Carlo had interrupted me with: “And she’s the most 
beautiful woman you've ever seen,” | would have broken his 
thumbs, but hearing myself think it; and feeling a stirring 
inside me | haven't felt for a /ong time, | suddenly feel like 
I’ve lost more than a hundred grand. 


My eyes are fixed on her, giving her an intense look. Her 
eyes are almost dancing, as if she’s half way through a joke, 
but is still building up to deliver the punchline. 


“I understand your Father couldn’t make it,” | finally say, 
raising my brow. I’m deadly serious that someone would 
dare show up a hundred K light. I think she knows it too. 


Here’s the rope kid, let’s see what you can do with it. 


“He couldn’t Mr. Leoni... and... well... one of the other men 
wouldn’t have meant the same thing.” 


My eyes have leave hers, tracing the smooth porcelain skin 
of her neck, pausing at her ample rack, and settling down to 
the business end, my favorite part of any woman, her hips. If 
a woman has strong hips, she can carry my weight; but also 
the Leoni line. I’m pushing 40 and know | won't live forever. 


“The same thing,” | parrot absently, fixing my eyes on her 
legs now, riding the curves past a short red skirt that meets 
a tan you could never get this time of year. Not from a 


bottle, or a lamp. | know sun kissed when | see it, and also 
know her Father couldn’t afford to send her there. 


Unless he had a spare hundred K kicking around... 


“Look,” | say suddenly, bringing myself out of my own 
daydream, “Do you... what was your name again?” 


“Linda,” she whispers hoarsely, pressing one leg closer to 
the other, showing me superb hip flexion. 


“Linda. Do you have any idea what your Father’s 
appointment with me was about today?” 


“Sure,” she says calmly, “A million cash, monthly takings for 
his management of your operation on the east side.” 


| crack my neck and take another puff. At this point I’d 
normally stand, pace and maybe do some close talking; but 
the steel in my pants has me glued to the spot. | haven’t had 
a hard on like this since... well, probably since | was about 
her age. 


“| see,” | continue. Then clear my throat, “anything else 
you'd like to add... Linda?” 


“It’s a hundred thousand short.” 


| frown. Two thick gray lines form between the desk and my 
nostrils, a wave of Cuban surf smashes against the thick 
shore of mahogany and leather trim. 


“So your Father sent you here to tell me, in his place?” | 
offer, lowering the proverbial rope around her neck. 


“Not exactly,” she says calmly. “I kept back a hundred 
thousand, deliberately.” 


My hardness should be waning, but the thought of her being 
so bold, so stupid even; as well as so beautiful. It’s like 
something from a dream. | feel the front of my pants 
stretching, straining. | shift forward, trying to ease the 
pressure. 


| feel my breath shudder as | inhale. It’s too late, she knows. 
| may as well have got down on one knee and begged her. 
She has my attention. Something no woman has ever done, 
not for a long time. 


| give her the benefit of an explanation. The least | can do 
before | have to ruin my own daydream fantasy with 
something horrible. l'Il have Carlo finish her, in the woods. | 
couldn’t do that to her now. We were so good together, in my 
mind just now... pity. She has great hips. 


Preempting what | have to say next, about what’s sure to 
happen to her, she steps forward. Her eyes suddenly serious. 
“| kept the money back, to use as a down payment. 
Someone from Shaun Murphy's crew took my Father early 
this morning. | need your help to get him back.” 


My brows are up, while | feel something else shrinking. “I’m 
sure if your Father was snatched, | would’ve heard.” 


“Not if | was the one who did it,” she grins. 


CHAPTER 2 


Linda 


Leoni could kill a man with a look. A glancing signal to one 
of his men, or just letting someone know he was about to do 
it himself. Everybody knows that, | know that. I’ve seen him 
in action, even though he didn’t know | was there at the 
time. I’ve done a very stupid thing. So why am I standing in 
his office, boldly going where no man, let alone woman has 
gone before? 


Because the very thought of him makes me crazy inside. The 
fantasies I’ve had, where he gets so wound up, so bothered 
by me, that he has no choice but to bend me over his desk 
and... well, it’s that that’s made me do the unthinkable. 


| should be ashamed. | should be punished. | could be dead, 
but here | am, right in his office. Stage one in my own 
fantasy, which is giving me more moisture than | ever 
thought possible. I’m not sure if he'll take the physical bait. 
The money is the real tester for that. Delivering my Father to 
the Murphy’s, well... that’s just gotta make Mr. Leoni’s blood 
boil. Doesn’t it? 


But | can’t let any of that show. It would be spoiling it for 
one, and second, | don’t even know if he’s interested in me. 
Not in the way | hope he is. 


God! What was I thinking! 


Pop will be fine, Connor promised me that. | Know I’ve been 
taught to never trust a Murphy, but Connor’s different. We 
met in Naples during my gap year. Spooky weird, Connor 
turned out to be a Murphy, but we hit it off so well that by 
the time we’d realized, it didn’t matter. 


Connor’s nothing like Mr. Murphy, or Mr. Leoni, but still a 
useful part of my plan. Which | hope to pull off, if | can just 
stay focused. 


Oh my god! It’s really happening! It’s really him! 


He’s asking me questions, | know it’s a big deal, but I’m 
really just drinking him in. His dark, smoldering hazel eyes 
are like magnets. | can feel them running across me, drawing 
heat from me, and | can’t help but feel self-conscious. 


Does he go for curvy girls? I’m sure he has a whole harem of 
bimbos at his beck and call. Although I’ve never seen a 
woman on his arm. Not ever. 


Can't imagine why, he’s built like a linebacker. Well over six 
feet, and a chiseled jaw you could split stone with. | 
suppress a sigh as | study his styled shock of raven black 
hair, his smooth angular face and David-esque good looks 
some more. I’m almost swooning over the thick mixture of 
the coffee-chocolate cigar smoke, blending with his cologne, 
which I know he has custom made. | usually hate smokers, 
but when it’s Daniel Leoni, it’s like breathing in pure 
testosterone. 


Even sitting down, he’s a formidable figure of a man. His 
crisp white linen shirt has smooth, hard curves of its own, 
cutting through the freshly pressed angles. Bringing his 
cigar up to his lips, his whole body flexes in a single natural 
movement that only makes me think of the classical marble 
statues, gods as men. Daniel Leoni. A god among men. 


| feel exposed, standing there in front of him, and become 
increasingly aware of my own arousal as his dark eyes bore 
into me. | can feel him dissecting me, like one of the dozen 
problems he must deal with in a day. How can I show him, 
how can I prove to him that I’m different; that I’m worth his 
special attention? 


| kidnapped my own Father, and handed him to your rival 
gang? 
That oughta do it. 


He doesn’t flinch when | tell him, much. | would’ve expected 
a more violent outburst, probably a gun in my face. But He’s 
like ice. Cool and collected. His brow lifts, highlighting the 
sheen of his eyes, but apart from another puff on his cigar, 
he remains deep in thought for a moment, as if he’s waiting 
for the screen to pull back, revealing some elaborate and not 
very funny attempt at a practical joke. 


| can feel my own eyes brimming with excitement, my chest 
aches and | can feel my nipples harden like studs, pressing 
through the thin white fabric of my shirt. It’s more of a turn 
on than | thought possible, but he’s an impossible man to 
read, so how can | tell if he’s even thinking about me in that 
way? | know he won't feel the same excitement about the 
news as | do, not yet anyway. 


It’s so perfect, l'Il bet he'll wish he thought of it himself 
He’s bound to make me his personal assistant, definitely 
something big, I’m sure of it! 


Before | have a chance to even begin to explain, the 
intercom pulses, and he absently pushes the soft touch 
button. “Yeah.” He says dryly, his voice husky with cigar 
smoke. 


“Sorry to interrupt Mr. Leoni,” Pause. 


“Go ahead,” he offers, his eyes meeting mine again, his 
whole face and body is deadpan serious. | feel my heart sink 
a little, the doubt’s creeping back in again. 


“Her story checks out. Tony Ferrari did miss his hospital 
appointment early this morning as well as not making his 
cash drop in person, nobody knows where he is... Should I-” 
He’s cut off as Mr. Leoni lets his finger slide off the soft oval 
without looking. 


Licking the end of his cigar briefly, before rolling it against 
his soft lips in one sensual movement, | feel myself biting my 
own lower lip and pressing my thighs tighter together. 


I’m not sure if | need to pee, shit or come. Maybe all three at 
once. 


The itching bubble of anxiety rising up in my chest is 
suddenly ready to burst. His voice is deep, dark and serious, 
with the smoke only adding to the effect. 


“Alright, Linda. I’m all ears. Maybe take a seat, and, in your 
own words, explain to me why you’re going to keep that 
pretty face of yours attached this morning?” 


CHAPTER 3 


Daniel 


The years go fast, well... when you see the kid of one of your 
right hand men all grown up like Linda here, they sure do. 
It’s like a bullet train in my mind. I’m torn in twenty different 
directions, and sucking on this damned turd of a cigar, 
trying not to show anything but the patent Leoni calm. 


Tony had a kid? Yeah, sure he did. He doed She went to 
college, interstate someplace. The last time | saw her...she 
would’ve been knee-high, when her mom passed. 


It was a sad time for the Family, Tony Ferrari and his wife 
Carla were like jewels in the social scene, back in the day 
when the mob was almost popular, mainly for circumventing 
the feds and entertaining the media. 


Back when it was chic to avoid millions in taxes, and have 
billions in assets, all from /egitimate businesses. All from 
pies baked in the Leoni kitchens, stuck full of so many 
scorched fingers, we really were - still are, untouchable. 


Truth is, after Carla died, | never had the same connection 
with Tony. He was like a ghost. He buried himself in his work, 
and we saw less and less of each other as he travelled, 
mainly through the casino states, monitoring and building 
our operations there. He still made his monthly cash drop 
from local takings, but it was only ever business with Tony, 
never even so much as brought up the weather. I’ve grown 
used to that level of interaction with him, but he’s the last 
man in my team I’d suspect of helping himself. Having said 
that, until this morning, | thought nothing could surprise me. 


Until Linda walked in. 


Little Linda Maloney... All grown up. 
Jesus! 


Carla kept her maiden name, it was customary in most parts 
of our business for some wives and kids to keep their old 
identity too. For safety, but mostly for financial reasons. 


| should be discussing funeral arrangements with her, her 
own this time. But I’m torn. Badly. 


White wedding, or something simpler? Maybe an at home 
affair, just a few friends and close family. 


Basta! What the fuck am | thinking! 


It takes all | have to keep my poker face on, as | watch her 
with building anticipation, as she melts into one of the soft 
leather chairs in front of my desk. Her blonde curls bounce 
in tune with her ample chest. Those rivets on the rack could 
be from the cold. It is frosty out. 


| watch with sustained interest as she settles into the 
softness of the seat. Her own seat and hips filling the space 
perfectly. | like a woman who has substance. | like it more 
when they carry it with the sexiness it deserves. The smooth 
sheen of bronzed legs cross, opening for just long enough to 
give me a free show, then | feel the cracks in my mask. 


Lace panties. White. Moist. 
Is she wet? Is she getting off on this shit? 


| move a solid three inches again in my own pants, fighting 

the urge to just forget everything, to sweep the desk clear, 

take her and bend her over that same chair and fuck her ‘til 
she squeals for more. 


Clearing my throat, | shift forward in my seat, she seems a 
little uncomfortable too, but | know it’s not the leather. I’d be 
uncomfortable too going to daddy’s boss and trying to 
explain a missing employee, who | just happened to give 
away as a hostage along with a hundred grand. 


“I'm waiting, Linda,” | hear myself command her, as if my 
own voice is coming from behind me. 


Her breath catches with a start and she shudders slightly. 
Then it hits me like a brick. The bullet nipples, her swollen 
lips and those dilated eyes. 


She’s definitely getting off on this! 


| gently roll the ash off my cigar, letting it rest on the side of 
the marble. I'll let it go out, but instantly feel like my hands 
are useless, my mind straying again to the concept of 
having them filled with her. The need to have them filled 
with her. 


As I fill her. 


| struggle to keep an impassive face, only lowering my eyes 
gently, permission for her to continue. 


Maybe I should get out more, but once she starts talking, I’m 
stunned at her sudden lack of concern at the gravity of the 
situation. She’s talking quickly, excitedly, as if she’s relaying 
the best parts from her favorite show last night, instead of 
the, “I fucked over Daddy’s Mafia boss and now I’m 
bargaining for my life” routine. 


| should be mad. | should be insane with rage. But hearing 
her talk, the bubbles of her expression popping in my ears 
like something sweeter than the sight of her creamy snatch 
just now. | know I’m done for. | can only focus on her lips 
moving long enough, to picture them taking the stiff 
hardness I’m trying hard not to stroke myself, taking it all 
the way into that pretty little mouth and throat. 


The quickening sensation, the butterflies in my stomach, 
have risen right up into my own chest. Threatening to leap 
out, joining her own careless excitement and energy as she 
rattles off useless details about her college education and 
her most recent adventure, her gap year in Europe. Paid for 
with her own money, she assures me with a sly wink. 


| almost groan as | shift in my seat again, feeling the thick 
dampness of my own pre-come sliding between eight 
hundred dollar pants and a billion tiny Leoni’s, all wanting to 
be set free, into the most amazing creature I’ve ever seen. 


| forgive her, whatever she’s about to tell me, it’s forgotten. 
We'll get her old man back somehow, or I can just 
compensate her for her loss in the only way | Know how. The 
only way | want to do anything with her from now on, as her 
man, and with her as my woman. 


Before I’m at the point of actively taking my dick out to 
thrash in time with her own excited movements, I try and at 
least control my frantic nodding and ‘uh-huh’ monologue. | 
could literally watch her all day, fuck the money. It’ll grow 
back. 


It’s all going so well, so super-natural that | can almost taste 
her sweetness on my lips... 


“...And so that’s when I met Connor in Naples, and in no 
time | saw it as the best opportunity to get a shoe in with the 
Murphy’s. Connor’s a Murphy! Who knew, right” she says, 
almost laughing. 


Connor. The name is like a knife to the chest. It cuts through 
my heart, right down to the thick, slippery heat in my lap. | 
feel myself going limp as fast as | got hard for her. 


“Connor? Connor Murphy?” | hear myself say from 
somewhere far away. Her head’s bobbing like a piston, 
suddenly slowing as she reads the hate in my eyes as | raise 
my palm to silence her, then place a single finger to my lips. 


“Carlo!” | finally yell, he’s by my side in three seconds. 


She’s looking from Carlo, back to me, then at Carlo again, 
confused at the break in her great story, thin lines of worry 
starting to show. 


“Take the money here, and get it to the vault. And bring me 
some scotch and ice. And a razor.” 


| don’t take my eyes off the girl, but can sense Carlo nodding 
to the money and whiskey, then stopping cold. 


“Here?” he asks nervously. ” Mr. Leoni...” 


“The scotch and razor, Carlo. And twenty minutes. I’m not to 
be disturbed.” | bark, not taking my eyes off her fora 
second. 


“Yes Mr. Leoni, right away.” 


After my drink arrives, and Carlo has placed the cutthroat 
next to it, he makes himself scarce, and | see Linda’s eyes 
falter for the first time as she hears the click of the lock on 
the doors. 


Apart from that, she’s stayed quiet the whole time, but short 
of swinging her feet from the chair, | don’t think anyone who 
was in so much trouble could be putting up much more of a 
care free front. 


| take a long pull from the freezing scotch, never a morning 
drinker, | forgive myself for the one off lapse; given the 
morning I’m having. 


Focusing on Linda again, | let her have a small, disarming 
smile. I’m not a bad guy, but I’m nobody’s fool either. | feel 
my heart burn, everything I’d built up for us, that feeling we 
had going. Gone? | must be losing it. Mid-life crisis maybe. 


That must be it. What sensible piece of tail like this is going 
to put her life on the line to get close to old man cock? 
Maybe I need a vacation. 


“Before we get to why you sold your Daddy to the Murphy’s, 
where’s the money? The rest of the money?” | ask, 
preempting her smart ass remark about Carlo having just 
taken the money. 


I’m gonna hear her out, but | need that money back first. 
Business is business, it’s what | do best and it’s the only 
thing | can think of to cover the hurt I’m feeling. 


If she’d played nice, and we only spoke of her and how wet | 
was making her, sure. Who cares about money? But Connor 
Murphy? Fuck that shit. 


Connor Murphy, whoever the fuck he is, will be hearing from 
me real soon. As will his father...that fuck Shaun Murphy, the 
biggest pain in my ass since he took over from his old man 
as copycat, Irish wannabe gangsters. 


For now, | want my money, and a hundred good reasons not 
to end this morning with Carlo driving through the woods 
before lunch, after chipping some dead wood for me. 


| had no idea Shaun Murphy had a son named Connor, but 
who knows? These Irish. They breed like any other catholic 
in heat. 


Her eyes get slightly misty, then she flushes. Whatever 
power she thought she had over me has just evaporated like 
steam off a grill. 


I’m seventy percent sure of that. 


| don’t care if she can see my half-mast hard on as | stand 
up. Moving behind her. | want her to tell me where the 
money is, then where her father and this Connor are, so | can 
do what needs to be done and get on with my day. 


“Mr. Leoni, Listen. Connor Murphy’s not-” 


“No!” | snap, leaning in for the close talk sneer after all, “You 
don’t get to tell me anything anymore, except for where my 
money is.” 


| let my breath linger on her neck, and can’t help but notice 
the smell of her. The smoothness of her skin and the 
complete and perfect frame of hair around her features. 


In three heartbeats, I’m standing at full attention again, 
straining against Armani and trying to tell myself why | 
shouldn’t be spending the rest of my life with this girl. She’s 
perfect. 


“Where's the money?” I ask softly, finding any excuse to 
linger closer to her. 


“Right now? Hard against my pussy.” She says flatly. 
“Excuse me?” 


“And in my bra...” that impish grin returns, and I’m 
beginning to wonder if this girl isn’t fucking crazy after all. 


“Stand up,” | hear myself say softly, almost moaning. 


CHAPTER 4 


Linda 


| try hard, but a tiny gasp escapes me as he kicks the chair 
out of the way, sending it skidding a few feet before it stops 
suddenly. | can feel him behind me, imagining his eyes 
scanning me from the rear. The reflection in the window 
behind his desk fills me in on some details, the mirror above 
the fireplace next to it does the rest. | can see Mr. Leoni is 
more than happy with what he sees. 


“I'll need you to get that money out now, Linda,” he says 
slowly, the huskiness returning to his voice. “lII turn my 
back, you do what you have to.” 


| can see from the reflection, he’s not turning around, he 
takes a step closer, sending my heart into my throat, and 
bringing my clit to boiling point. I’ve never come without 
touching myself, but this is as close as it gets. 


“You... you want me to take my clothes off?” | ask, my voice 
trembling in time with my hands, which make a natural 
jerking motion. The same | can see them making along his 
huge fat dick, any minute now, if that bulge in his suit pants 
is anything to go by. 

“Just reach for the money Linda, | have a busy day ahead of 
me,” he murmurs, the edge of arousal in his voice sending 
its own vibrations straight to my quivering bead, which is 
primed to bursting point. 


Each bill in the thick wad pressed against me flicks suddenly 
as | move to hitch my skirt up. I cry out, unable to help it. My 
left knee starts to shudder and | clench my teeth hard, the 


only thing | can think of to stop myself from coming right in 
front of him. 


“Maybe start with your bra, Linda,” he croons thoughtfully. | 
have to close my eyes, thinking of anything but him and his 
huge thick cock inside me. Everything’s going to plan, but 
this is way harder than | thought. | thought he was supposed 
to be eating out of my hand? 


| unbutton my shirt, with another soft moan escaping me as | 
let it fall to the floor, putting my arms around my back to 
unhook my bra. 


“Ah. Oooh. Mr. Leoni... pleeeasse.” I’m so close to coming, 
both knees are going now, and the silky bra lining against 
my nipples is too much. | need him now... 


My fingers are trembling so bad, | can’t unhook myself. | 
hear his weight shift forward on the carpet, his breathing is 
just as quick and heavy as mine. | hear his lips opening, a 
dry mouth trying to speak. | jump a little as | hear him clear 
his throat, then moan once one of his huge hands touches 
my back, tracing a strong finger to my bra clip. Pop. 


“Better?” 


“Hmmmmm...mmmmm” | can’t take it, but it’s the hottest 
I’ve ever been, this is like nothing on earth, and | don’t want 
it to end. 


“The money, Linda. Stay focused.” 


| feel my girls bounce free, the cool air hitting them where 
the money was. Two dull thuds as the top half of the money 
hits the floor. My nipples ache, and | resist the strong urge to 
run my hands over myself, a natural response after having 
all that money cramping my style. 


As if reading my mind, | feel him behind me, closer than 
ever. | let out a quivering whimper as | watch his hands 
reach out, I’m willing him to touch me. | need him to fuck me 
now, it’s too much. 


“Fuck,” he growls softly, letting his chin trace the skin of my 
neck. “You dropped something.” | want to turn around, to 
throw myself at him, this is the part where he has to take 
me. Why is he turning me on like this without fucking me? 


“Now, Linda,” he says suddenly. Louder as he takes a half 
step back. “I need you to bend over, then pick up my 
money, then take the rest out. Can you do that for me.” The 
firmness in his voice is better than his hands, and | find 
myself eager to please him now more than ever. 


Determined to give him a show now, and having full 
confidence | wasn’t imagining things, | slowly bend down, 
picking up the two wads of cash and put them on the edge 
of his desk, gently spreading my legs further apart so he can 
see, 


“Mr. Leoni?” | shudder, my teeth nearly chattering. 
“Yes.” He says dryly. 

“Will you please fuck me now?” 

Silence. 


“Just get the rest of the money Linda,” he says, his own 
voice starting to shake, in time with my knees, and | feel a 
whimper escape me as | venture toward the source of my 
aching pleasure. 


| can’t stop it once my hand touches the money in my 
sodden panties, my head jerking back, | cry out, bracing 
myself against his desk with my free hand as | violently 
shudder to a full body climax, pressing the wad further into 
myself as | fight to remain standing. 


| swear as | shake, relieved of the intense pressure, but 
almost angry I couldn’t finish with him inside me. The waves 
of orgasm pulse through me, and for a moment it feels like 
they won’t stop. The thought of him, standing so close 
behind me, watching, is more than I can bear, and | feel a 


second, more intense wave of climax grip my whole body as 
| cry out again. Louder this time. 


After what feels like a year of coming. | gradually restore my 
senses. | can hear Mr. Leoni behind me, his panting breath, 
almost short grunts, like an animal in heat. | want to turn 
around, to have him hold me, but | Know that’s not what he 
wants. | watch my own shaking hand as it places the final 
wad of soaked bills onto the table, next to the other two, 
somewhat drier and neater green shapes on his desk. 


“Thank you, Linda,” he finally says. “Are you decent yet? 
Can | turn around now?” 


| fumble slowly to right myself, pulling my red skirt down, 
and taking a minute to fetch, then re-button my shirt, 
looking at his reflection watching me. 


“All done.” | say, playing along, a new thrill growing in me as 
| sense the incredible power of his own arousal behind me. 


He moves back behind his desk, giving me a full moment to 
take in the hardness still showing at the front of his pants, a 
large damp patch glistens at the well-rounded tip. | bite my 
lip, then almost gasp as I realize that the pleats in the cut of 
his pants is all him. He takes his seat, giving a short smile 
while motioning me with one hand to take a seat, which | 
Slide into, wanting him to slide into me more than ever. 


“Mr. Leoni?” | ask, but he stops me with the same hand. 
“Daniel, please.” 


“Daniel,” | say dreamily. “Were you really going to use tha” 
| ask, looking at the razor next to the remainder of his heavy 
tumbler of scotch, which he’s drained in one gulp. 


“I can see now,” he says thoughtfully, picking up the sodden 
wad of cash and admiring the sheen on it, “that won’t be 
necessary. You seem to have a fairly, tidy arrangement.” 


| do keep it smooth down there, and flush at the thought of 
him having seen everything | wanted him to. 


| want to laugh, but he’s grown serious again, | feel more 
confused than ever, and have so much | want to talk about, 
but his vibe is so strong, so powerful, | have no choice but to 
sit and listen. 


“You're playing a very dangerous game, Linda. I’m not sure 
you realize how dangerous it really is for you right now.” He 
frowns, and takes a moment to consider his cigar, cold and 
gray at the end now, which he takes up and re-kindles with a 
heavy gold and crystal lighter from bedside the matching 
ashtray. 


| want to speak, but stop myself. | know now’s the time to 
listen. Although things haven't gone exactly to plan, | know 
he’s at least interested, that’s for sure. 


Maybe he just likes to watch? 


Maybe he really doesn’t dig curves after all... Nah. | could 
see him creaming in his pants, | just have to wait and see 
what the rest of my cunning plan delivers. 


Daniel. Eeee! | can’t believe he wants me to call him Daniel! 


CHAPTER 5 


Daniel 


What the fuck was that? What the fuck just happened? 


If there’s such a thing as fucking a girl without touching her, 
then unloading like you’ve never done before, all without 
actually coming?... That. | just had a huge helping of that. 


Jesus Mary and Joseph! | need another drink. No! I can’t let 
Carlo see me like this. | need to calm the fuck down. 


| know she’s done, | can see she’s done! My god, I’ve never 
been so turned on in all my life and it takes every ounce of 
my restraint not to touch her, plus the image of her father 
threatening to shoot my dick off in my mind. It’s the only 
thing stopping me from executing free carpet burn rides in 
my office with this girl. She’s superb. She’s just so perfect. 


| have to make her mine. She is mine, Fuck it! | am the boss! 


Tony’s gonna be a problem though. The only problem by the 
looks. 


Umm... Tony’s just been given to the Murphy’s, remember? 
Tony doesn’t have to come home right away, now does he? 


A panty load of sticky bills doesn’t lie. | think she’s up for it! 
“Daniel? Mr. Leoni?” 
“Yeah!” | bellow out, way too loud for my inside voice. 


“You were saying...?” Her eyes almost concerned, huge discs 
of silver blue, windows to the most beautiful soul I’ve ever 
met. 


Slowly, | come back to earth. The cigar smoke helps, and 
although it takes a few minutes, my raging hard on simmers 


down to a sweaty stump, still slick from what feels like a 
quart of pre-come in my pants. 


“| was saying, Linda...that | want you to explain, without 
mentioning any of the Murphy clan, exactly what your plan 
was. Is... Just tell me what the hell you think you’re up to 
dammit.” 


| puff angrily, vexed that something as stunningly simple as 
a girl in my office should turn my whole world upside down 
in the space of a few minutes. I’m Daniel Fucking Leoni. Not 
some balding halfwit never-was who saves for a month just 
to be blown by a ten dollar crack whore. | can have any 
woman, anything | fucking want! 


So why am I so edgy? Why do I feel like wrapping her ina 
blanket and tucking her away, keeping her safe from the 
whole world forever. Keeping her safe, from my world. 


And there they are. The tears of an angel, right here in my 
office. 


Are you happy now, tough guy? You made her cry. 
Jesus Christ. 


“| just thought if we..if | could do something to make you 
notice me, make you see | wasn’t just some kid or dumb 
blonde, that you’d actually take an interest in me...” she 
blubbers, holding back at first, but her post-climax emotions 
run wild, and soon enough, she’s gushing. 


| never did do emotions well, and crying is one thing | won’t 
have. Not in my office. Not anywhere. 


“Now! C’mon Linda, take it easy,” | croon, sliding a heavy 
tissue dispenser to her side of the desk. “I told you to tell me 
what’s going on, not to ruin your face with all those tears. 
C'mon. You wanna drink? l'Il get us a drink.” 


Jesus Christ almighty. This is why you don’t do chicks, 
remember? 


And don’t make her cry again, you bastard! 


“Carlo! Two scotches! Bring the decanter in here, dammit!” A 
half minute later, Linda’s dry again, and I’m wondering if the 
whole day isn’t just going to hell. Carlo’s the best, and 
makes scarce without even flinching. 


“That better?” | offer, filling my glass for the third time 
today. A small sip, and that’s me done. | can feel the lid put 
on all this nonsense. 


Can't I? 


“Now! You were telling me... without mentioning any other 
names, how or what it was you exactly thought you’d 
achieve by...” | encourage her with my hands and raised 
brows. I’m not even mad, I’m just dying to know now. 


Sniff... 


“I’m sorry. | was just saying. Me and... It was something we... 
/came up with. That | could exchange dad, just for a while, 
for some information about... about... another family’s plans 
and their plans for the Casino business...” 


My ears prick up, | lean forward. That magic word, Casino 
has my attention. “Go on,” | say firmly. 


“It’s not a real kidnapping, we just wanted to give that 
impression to Mr... Can | say Mr. Murphy?” | twitch a nod, 
impatiently. 


“| deliver dad, as a hostage...a certain... Murphy takes the 
credit for that and gains credibility with their own father, | 
get a foot in the door to meet you... and... well...then we 
arrange to get him back, my dad...and you think it’s such a 
wonderful plan, that we got all that information about their 
Casino plans...that you...” 


She’s sniffing again, and | shoot back into my chair, the air 
wheezing out of the leather in time with my own disbelief. 


| don’t think I can live through another rendition of what’s 
quite possibly the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard, but | take 
my chance at translating it. 


“You fake kidnapped your own father, handing him toa 
Murphy in exchange for inside information on their proposed 
Casino plans?” 


“That’s a better way of putting it, yeah.” She sniffs, sitting 
up a little straighter and instantly looking her age. 


“How old are you, Linda?” | ask suddenly. 
“Twenty One.” She says, looking slightly confused. 


| feel my dick shift again, then wince as | consider the 
prospect of me having to deal with her Father, Tony, let 
alone relay to him the sheer genius of his daughters ‘plans’ 
which might see him in Irish boots at the bottom of the bay 
yet. 


Shaking my head briskly, | puff my cheeks and blow out 
some air as | think about what to do next. Bodies in trunks, 
an IRS audit, even a federal raid, they’re all way easier to 
handle than this. 


“Are you mad?” she asks, pouting naturally, feeling foolish 
at having heard her own plan spoken aloud to a real world, 
underworld figure. A guy who does this stuff for a living, has 
done since before she was... 


Holy shit, I’m crazy about her. | couldn’t care less how dumb 
it sounds. | want to spend the rest of my life with this crazy 
girl, | want to fill her so full of Leoni seed, she’s dropping 
Leoni babies like apples in an orchard. 


“No, I’m not mad,” | lie. 
I’m fucking insane! 


“But, | do have to ask, which is the part where we get the 
casino information, and a straight handover of your father in 
return?” 


She perks up instantly. “Oh! I have the plans for their 
casinos right here!” she squeals, producing a flash drive 
from nowhere, then growing depressed again when she 
adds, “I kinda thought you might have some ideas about 
how we’d actually get dad back...once Shaun Murphy had 
hold of him. Apparently Connor didn’t expect Mr. Murphy to 
be so mad either...” she trails off. 


“Does Shaun Murphy know you have those plans, Connor’s 
Father?” | ask sharply, my eyes darting to the flash drive, 
then to her face. 

“Nope. Connor said-” 


My hand goes up. I can feel my face changing color, my 
anger overing take me. 


My eyes narrow to slits, and my hands turns to a fists, “| 
know | just said that name... but... don’t tell me about 
Connor Murphy... okay.” | snarl, then work hard to soften my 
face again. 

| can’t stay mad at her though, Hell! | have to hand it to her, 
she’s got balls. | had no idea the Murphy’s were even 
dreaming about a stake in the casino game. 

Problem really is her Father, on two fronts. 

Maybe Tony Ferrari isn’t coming home after all. 

And if he does, there'll be hell to pay. 

As if on cue, Carlo interrupts via the intercom again. It had 
to happen, and I’m glad | got at least some of the details 
before | have to deal with him personally. 

“Sorry Mr. Leoni. Shaun Murphy. Line one. It’s urgent.” 


Draining the scotch | was ignoring, | stab the flashing light 
with my finger and take the call. 
“Mr. Murphy. | was just about to call you. Yes! | really was! ... 


uh huh... Well... if you could just stop shouting for a minute, 
| might...” 


| shoot Linda another of my short burst smiles. No teeth 
showing, just crimped lips as | let the earpiece out an inch, 
saving myself from Murphy’s tirade of abuse at point blank 
range. 


My god but she’s beautiful. | just hope she’s worth it. 
Definitely a keeper though, Sorry Tony. 


CHAPTER 6 


Linda 


Stupid! Stupid! Stupid! 


My perfect plan is about to backfire, and | don’t know if 
Daniel can even get my dad back. | should've finger fucked 
myself stupid before coming up with such a half-baked idea. 
I’ve been star struck with itchy cunt syndrome when it 
comes to Daniel Leoni, failing to see that there’s more sides 
to this whole plan than a Rubik’s mirror ball. Connor 
certainly didn’t help, the flash drive, sure. The details of the 
rest of our plan? Not. 


IfI only had my phone, I could text Connor and find out what 
was really happening...! couldn’t get in to see Mr. Leoni, 
Daniel with a cell though. Nothing that beeps or can fire live 
rounds is allowed within a hundred feet of his personal 
space. 


He is handling it well though. | don’t know what we were 
thinking when we cooked this up, and | do feel terrible for 
Pop. | hope they look out for him, Connor promised me they 
would... 


Daniel looks so handsome when he’s serious. There’s a 
dimple, or is it a scar? Just below his left eye. It kind of 
creases when he’s frowning. 


Daniel waves his hand in front of my face, grabbing my 
attention as he’s speaking on the phone. He presses a finger 
to his lips, and | nod in the affirmative, keeping extra quiet 
as he puts Murphy on speaker. 


“...1 can appreciate that Mr. Leoni, but when | find out one of 
the Murphy crew has been in cahoots with a Leoni? | tend to 


want to handle things my own way. I’m only callin’ to give 
you the courtesy of an explanation, before we take things to 


mm 


the next level. If you catch my meanin’. 
| feel the color drain from my face. 


“Mr. Murphy, Shaun. | really can appreciate everything 
you’re telling me, | really do. I’d feel exactly the same, given 
the unusual situation. But, we’ve all been young once. | 
know I’ve done plenty | would do different if | had my time 
over. How about we just let it go, just this once, huh? | 
apologize, even publicly if you want. Send you a nice, heavy 
briefcase by way of compensation...and we can get on with 
the business of being grown up, adult businessmen. How 
about that?” 


Silence. | can hear Murphy breathing, a match being struck. 


Daniel is deadpan again. He’s so good at that. But | also 
know it’s when he’s at his most serious. 


“How much is your boy worth Leoni?” Murphy finally drawls. 
“| smell fuckin’ horseshite when a stinkin’ wop cunt like 
yerself drops a sick man in me lap, then plays the innocent 
fucking saint, offering to make it all better with a bag of 
dirty fawckin’ money!” 

Daniel brings a wad of bills from his desk to his nose, closes 
his eyes and breathes in deeply. 


“Not dirty Shaun. A little soiled, granted...but not dirty.” 
“Wha-?” 


| jump as Daniels fist hits the table. He’s obviously reached 
his limit with this guy. 

“Look Irish! I’ve got a hundred K in front of me, | can send 
someone to collect Tony Ferrari, safe and well from you in 
twenty minutes. Straight swap, no fucking questions. Or Do 
you want to spend the rest of your short fucking life looking 
over your shoulder, wondering when the Leoni fucking shit 


cloud is going to rain down on you, your family, every 
bloody paddy fucking prick you’ve ever spoken to and start 
mailing them back to you in tiny cellophane fucking bags!” 


More silence. 


“Five hundred. Thousand. Somewhere public. Three hours. 
lII call you with the where.” 


The line goes dead. 
KKK 


“You'll get him back, won’t you?” | ask, fighting hard not to 
cry again. l’ve since vowed not to cry in front of Daniel 
again. | need to be stronger than that if I’m going to be his 
woman. 


I’m assuming that’s what I am now? Daniel Leoni’s woman? 


It seems surreal to even think it. But | certainly hope that’s 
what I am now. 


Nearly three hours have passed, and I’ve been allowed to 
leave the room only once, to pee. Daniel handed over the 
flash drive to Carlo, and went out of the room for a good 
couple of hours, before returning. 


I’m worried sick about my dad. 


“| won’t lie Linda. You poked a bear by doing what you did. | 
can’t say for sure how this will end,” he says gravely, sitting 
opposite me on the big couch near the fireplace. 


As if reading my mind, he moves over a little closer, taking 
my face into one of his big hands, he lifts it up to meet his. 
He leans in close, so close | can smell the freshness of his 
cologne and feel his pulse beat faster through his thumb as 
it rests on my chin. 


“| can tell you one thing though, you’re not going anywhere. 
Not out of my sight, not for one minute without me knowing 
where you are, okay?” 


| nod, letting the smallness of my hand join his as | squeeze 
it tighter, leaning in closer, opening my lips ready to press 
them against his. It feels like the most natural thing in the 
world, but I’m still shaking I’m so nervous. 


“Were you really going to give yourself to me before on my 
desk, bending over, just like that?” he asks, showing me my 
favorite crease in his cheek. 


“Not just like that,” | whisper hoarsely. “I’ve been waiting for 
you my whole life.” 


Our faces are so close, he moves in just enough to catch my 
lower lip with both of his, stroking my face with a single 
finger of his hand, wiping the tear that trails down my 
cheek. 


“You're mine now Linda, and when | get back, I’m going to 
show you what it’s like to be looked after, as Daniel Leoni 
woman.” 


Without kissing me, he stands up to go. | know how much 
trouble I’ve caused him, and can only trust that he shares 
the same feelings | have, threatening to burst from my heart 
at any moment. 


“Daniell” | cry, catching him just before he leaves. | want to 
tell him that I’ve never been with a man before, and that 
being with him will be the single most amazing gift he could 
give me. | want to tell him to be careful and that l'Il be here 
waiting for him. Most of all, | want to tell him I love him. More 
than anything, even more than my own family. 


He pauses casually, “I know”, he says pressing a smile for 
me, before he closes the door and | sink back into the couch, 
numb from the shock of what must be, what I know has to 
be, true love. 


CHAPTER 7 


Daniel 


I’m breaking my own rules, my own promise | just made, to 
never let her out of my sight. 


Without me knowing where you are... were my exact words. 


She'll be fine, it’s only for a few hours, and Carlo is one of 
my best men. If things get out of hand, he’s the man to 
bring them under control in my absence, and I know I can 
trust him with her. 


Carlo’s brother, Franco is driving me to the pre-designated 
meeting place. A shitty bar and grill near one of the docks 
we run. Carlo is my man for around the house help, his big 
brother, Franco is my personal bodyguard when | leave it. 
They look identical, except Franco is a hundred pounds 
heavier, pure gristle and has reflexes that stop trouble 
before it even happens. He makes me look small by 
comparison. Almost. 


Shaun Murphy sounded a lot less antsy when he called with 
the drop and collect point, almost apologetic. | don’t mind, | 
overreacted to his bullshit in the first place. I just need to 
get this little bleed tied off, then back to what | really care 
about. Linda. 


The sports bag at my feet. No time for Mr. Murphy’s briefcase 
gift after all, but it’s what’s inside it that interests him. It 
raised the brows of Carlo, who acts as banker on collection 
day, but I know it’s a small price to pay to get Tony Ferrari 
back, and Linda into my arms for good. 


| decided to hang on to the money on my desk. It felt 
strange to give that away. l'Il keep it for posterity, it will 


make us laugh on anniversaries. | can remind Linda how wet 
| made her, before she even knew if | was gonna take her 
bait. If she’d picked any other mobster, she might not be 
sitting so pretty, but I’m glad she did, and find myself 
thinking about her more than the task at hand. 


Franco waits in the car with the money. l'Il call him when it’s 
time to make the exchange. If there’s trouble, I’ve got a 
squad across the street waiting, with a 50mm hand cannon 
to tide me over until they can cross the street. But it 
shouldn't come to that. 


Once | see Tony, l'Il call Franco to meet Murphy in the men’s 
room, give him the bag and we'll leave with our man. 
Simple. It’s been a while since I’ve done anything like this 
personally, but | decided to deal with it myself, so | know it 
gets done right. 


Crossing the street myself, | look up casually, and notice 
Murphy’s men trying to look inconspicuous from the roof and 
windows of the surrounding buildings. It’s alright. I’d be 
offended if he trusted me as much as I’m trusting him. 


| slouch my frame into a window booth. It wasn’t made for 
big guys, even the menus look tiny. | check the print on the 
greasy window in front of me, this is definitely the place. The 
van driver across the street puts his cap on, letting me know 
the area’s covered and they have my back. 


| get glances from the waiter, then the girl behind the bar. 
They avoid my eyes and look away nervously. 


This ts definitely the place. So where’s Murphy? 


Enough hours have passed for the scotch to have left me. 
Feeling clearer, I’m grateful for that, reminding myself 
silently that this is why | don’t drink. Especially first thing in 
the morning. It’s not a carbs day either, but | gnaw ona 
bread stick to pass the time, casually glancing at the time 
on my Rolex. 


Maybe this guy’s on Irish time... 


| tell myself | did the right thing. Leaving Linda safely 
behind, but can’t help cringing a little at the thought of 
seeing her old man. 


... SO there it is, Tony. After your daughter arranged your fake 
kidnapping and left you in the hands of cold blooded Irish 
killers, | watched her fuck herself with a forty thousand 
dollar bundle before deciding to keep her as my very own. 
Any questions... ? 


| smile at the thought, shaking my head in a pleased state of 
disbelief. Linda Maloney is one problem I’m glad to have 
right now. 


Wait a second... That’ll mean Tony will be my father too, if 
only by marriage... 


Mamma Mia! 

“Mr. Leoni?” 

| look up, instinctively reaching into my jacket. 

It’s a Murphy goon, but he’s holding out a cell phone, nota 
piece. A trickle of sweat runs out from under his rough, 


shaggy hair. A slight motion of his hand, begging me to take 
it. Like it might save his life if | do. 


“Yeah...” 


It’s Murphy. He’s more than apologetic. He’s beside himself, 
calling me because he has to beg my forgiveness. He 
couldn’t do that in public without taking his own life. 


He’s lost Tony Ferrari. And Connor. 


If my day was any other, | might react differently, | might not 
even react at all. But | feel the slightest stirrings of relief 
inside, almost blossoming into unmitigated joy, as one of the 
biggest problems of the day has been taken off my hands. 
For a short time anyway. 


He doesn’t have Tony, and he can’t possibly know about the 
flash drive. No wonder he was so polite when he called to 
arrange the drop. He needed to buy time to find his damned 
receipt before he could collect the cash. 


| listen to his whining, excuses and promises until I’ve had 
enough. | stand suddenly, almost taking the tiny booth with 
me, and am about to hang up the phone. 


“... It’s like you said Mr. Leoni. Damned kids! | wished she’d 
never been born some days. | always only ever wanted a 
son!” 


| press the phone back to my ear, watching Murphy’s goon 
and his rain dance facial as | ask Murphy to repeat what he’s 
just said. 


“So... Connor Murphy is a woman?” | ask, sounding dumb 
enough that even rain man looks at me twice. 


“Of course she’s a girl!” Murphy barks, “What kind of god 
damned... Err... Sorry Mr. Leone... I just-” 


“You've got forty eight hours Murphy.” | cut in, hanging up 
before he can say anything else. | try and hide my smile as | 
hand the phone back, but there’s something suddenly 
brighter about the day. There’s a lightness in the air and a 
spring in my step as | make my way back to a confused 
looking Franco. 


“Franco. Airport. And step on it.” 
Connor Murphy’s a woman! 


CHAPTER 8 


Linda 


If it were anywhere else, anyone else, I’d be worried. But 
with Daniel, everything to do with him, everything feels so 
right. He left, with strict orders for me to stay put, but | have 
free range, over a section of the house anyway, which feels 
more like a palace. 


Carlo’s a sweetie, but won’t let me have my phone back. Not 
yet. He just shrugs politely and smiles whenever | ask him 
something he knows he isn’t supposed to talk about with 
me. He looks like the meanest man alive, until he smiles. 
Then he’s like a favorite uncle or family friend. He makes me 
feel safe. 


I’m shown a room, with a full wardrobe that Carlo 
encourages me to use, and Carlo shyly suggests | freshen up 
with a shower or bath. Something | readily agree to, 
considering | know l'Il be here for at least the rest of the day. 


And hopefully every day after that. 


The whole place is like Daniel, solid and classy. With just a 
hint of luxury. Okay, a /ot of luxury. It’s not the typical 
concrete lions and fountains a lot of mob places sometimes 
have though. | know Daniel inherited the place from his 
Father, but he’s done a lot to modernize it, make it his own. 
The DL monogram on a few things makes me smile. 


| know his Father was named Dante, and assume they're left 
as a reminder of the family heritage. But | can’t help but 
smile at the thought that they might one day stand for 
Daniel and Linda. 


The villa style apartment on the ground floor, more like a 
separate house all of its own, is what looks like the guest 
house, and Daniel Leoni doesn’t skimp when it comes to 
looking after his guests. 


| have a snoop around as the huge marble tub fills with 
water and heavenly bath salts. The closet is mostly full of 
designer clothes, some for men, most for women. | feel a 
stab in my chest, worrying suddenly if these are all clothes 
from Leoni ‘customers’ who couldn’t pay up at the casino, 
but a quick look at the tags tells me they’re all brand new. 


Nice choices too. | majored in design and fashion in school, 
that’s what drew me and Connor together in Europe. Girls 
who love to shop, but love to make their own fashion way 
more. 


| miss my phone. More than I miss anything after a while, 
and a relaxing soak in the tub becomes a bit of a worry 
session as my mind tosses and turns. Thinking about dad, 
what happened this morning, not to mention Connor? | 
wonder if it’s like Daniel said, that I’ve gotten in way over 
my head. | know | am with him, | just hope he still feels the 
Same way as | think he did this morning. 


Relax! Everything is working out great. Just be patient- 


“Miss Maloney? Linda?” | sit up suddenly in the tub, sending 
a wave of suds and steaming water over the sides. 


Carlo is at the door, he knocked softly, but | can see the 
handle jerking violently as he tries to open it. My heart 
starts to race. Maybe warm fuzzy Carlo is a fucking psycho 
after all? 


“It’s alright, Linda. Mr. Leoni. He’s on the phone, he wants 
you to get ready to go to the airport. For big surprise.” 


“Ahhh. Okaaaay!” | call out, covering my chest 
unconsciously. “l'Il be about another twenty minutes...” | let 


out a cry as the handle comes off the door and Carlo’s head 
pops around the door frame. 


He keeps his eyes to the ceiling, holding the handle in one 
hand. He looks as embarrassed as | feel terrified. 


“Uh... scusi, Linda. Mr. Leoni, he is never kept waiting, eh?” 
His dark eyes come down just long enough to meet mine, “| 
fix door, no problemo.” 


I’m staring at him, my mouth gaping. 
“Two Minuti,” he says quickly, and pulls the door closed as 


much as he can. A bubble of air rises up loudly from 
somewhere halfway down the tub. 


Well! That certainly is a surprise, thank you Mr. Leoni! 


Without even thinking, | hustle to get ready. Some of the 
excitement from the morning returns, and my mind starts to 
race in time with my heartbeat as | imagine what Daniel has 
in store for us. If he’s got dad back safe, and if he’s finally 
figured out that Connor isn’t a guy. 


| almost feel guilty, but seeing him get so jealous at the 
mere mention of what he thought was another guy. It was 
almost worth it. It’s a shame Connor is a Murphy, but like 
me, she’s spent most of her life at school, college or in care, 
while her dad was away working. So although she’s 
technically off limits, we just can’t help the bond we share as 
friends. 


My heart skips a beat. 


What if he knew, and thinks we’re lesbian. | love Connor, but 
not like that. I’m a one man girl. | hope he doesn’t think 
different... 


And so it goes on, the crazy talk | put myself through, 
getting ready with the simple yet elegant white on white 
ensemble Carlo has picked out for me. Even the shoes. He 
hovers by the door, just discreet enough to give me privacy, 


but starts to clear his throat a few times after about five 
minutes. 


| don’t rush, | want to look my best for Daniel, but can’t help 
but pick up on the sense of urgency. 


Time to go. 


“Thank you, Linda!” Carlo beams, before closing the door for 
me of the discreet but stylish car waiting out front. Quickly 
settling himself into the driver’s seat, he seems to relax as 
we take off. | can only imagine what a day in the life of 
working for Daniel Leone must be like. I’ve had a morning of 
the spoiled princess version. I’d hate to be on the other side 
of the that. 

The thought of him at his desk, those big arms of his 
straining through crisp white linen, his huge hands working 
their way through phone calls, cigars and all that money. It 
makes me think of how close his hands were to my chest, his 
finger down my back. 

“You say something, Linda?” 

Carlo’s dark eyes are shining like oil in the rearview. 


“Nothing,” | squeak, realizing | was actually gasping out 
loud at the very thought of Daniel’s hands on me. 


CHAPTER 9 


Daniel 


| can laugh now, but the thought of Connor Murphy as a 
young buck who’d maybe won the heart of Linda Maloney... 
My Linda. That was too much for my hot blooded ego to 
bear. At the time though, in my mind, he was a dead man. A 
woman though. How about that! They must’ve been friends 
through college or something. 


Jesus! 


| laugh out loud to myself a few times too many in the car on 
the way to the airport. | had Franco call ahead, while | let 
Carlo know to bring Linda down. | decided the best way to 
tell her how | feel and get to know her better, is to show her 
around a little. | intend to give her the best in life, so she 
may as well get used to it by diving into the deep end. 


Her father? Tony? Well... technically he’s still off the radar. At 
least for another forty eight hours. That’s plenty of time for 
Murphy to find him, and for me to get to know his daughter 
a little better. Plus, it’ll give me time to actually figure out 
what the hell I’m gonna tell him. | know I’m the boss, but 
between two grown men, it’s only polite to at least have the 
Father’s blessing before- 


Ah fuck it! I’ve got a two day pass! Vegas, here we come! 


| look up, and catch Franco’s eye in the rearview. “You alright 
Mr. Leone? You need me to stop somewhere?” 


“I'm fine Franco, you keep your eyes on the road, don’t worry 
about me.” 


“Yes Sir.” 


| feel like something incredible has happened. Like I’ve been 
given a secret that nobody else can share. Nobody except 
Linda. | can’t help replaying this morning over and over in 
my mind. That girl’s something else. 


After a few minutes of replaying her doing that thing with 
the money again, I’m hard as steel, and feel the second pair 
of overpriced menswear stained sticky just at the thought of 
her. 


| have to save it. Save it for her. | can’t go wasting all my 
energy on a whim. | need to make it special. For Linda. My 
Linda. 


Thing is though, if | don’t get into Linda soon, I’m gonna lose 
a load or two all over myself. 


The sound of her laugh rings in my ears, her scent, and the 
way she moves her hands when she’s talking. Her eyes 
dancing- 


“Here we are Mr. Leoni.” Franco announces. 


Holy crap. That was quick, we’re at the hangar already? The 
whine of the jet idling on the tarmac sucks me back to 
reality. 


Franco expertly brings the car right up to the stairs. The 
pilot and crew are waiting in a neat row to greet me, 
customary before each flight. Christ knows | pay enough to 
have them all on standby, a show of shipshape is always 
welcome proof its money well spent. 


Anytime, day or night, and with any cargo, we can be in the 
air within minutes. | usually don’t have a raging hard on 
before each flight though. 


“Franco, hand me the bag. The money man, pass it here...” 


He looks at me askew. I’d only told him ten minutes ago to 
take it straight back with him to the vault. 


“The bag...?” he starts, “Mr. Leone, | thought-” 


“I Know what | said, just gimme the fuckin bag, alright!” He 
shrugs, and once he passes me the bag, | tip out the money. 
Heavy bundles thud onto the floor. | ease myself out of the 
car and onto the steps of the Learjet; awkwardly holding a 
flapping, empty sports bag, trying badly to cover a hard on 
that just won’t quit. If anything, the more obvious it 
becomes, the more | think of Linda, and the harder | get. 


“Good morning, Mr. Leone,” the stewardess grins, quickly 
eyeing my straining bulge before biting her lower lip as | 
pass her. 


Pilots in aviators, are eyes front. Straight ahead. Like she 
should been. 


| board in about three steps, quickly settling into one of the 
large seats near the front. | sigh in relief, but can’t let the 
rising tension in my guts settle. | thought it might be 
embarrassment, but its nerves. I’m actually nervous about 
seeing Linda again. 

| check my watch so many times, | discover new detail in the 
band | never even noticed before. | quickly run through what 
to say when she asks the inevitable. 


Where is her father? Where are we going? Where is her 
father? 


Oh, and most likely, where is her father? 

Shit! 

I’ve planted myself on the opposite side of the stairs, so | 
can’t see when her car pulls up. I’m at the point in my mind 
where | have nothing left, but the memory of her perfect ass 
as she’s bending over, when | suddenly see her coming 


through the open door on the plane, a shitty stewardess with 
a fake smile arching her hand to show her in. 


It’s safe for me to stand up now, but | hit my head on the 
overhead. She doesn’t notice, too busy being blinded by the 
aircraft bling. The gleaming wood trim, shiny brass and gold 


everything. I’m used to it, but have to remember first timers 
are always in awe Of it. 


She’s wearing white on white. Matching shoes. Carlo’s 
excelled himself, or did she choose it herself? 


Say the right thing. Say the right thing. Say the right thing. 
“Linda! Welcome aboard. You found something that fits.” 
Fuck! 

She frowns. | can see she’s hurt. 

Nice one Casanova. 


“I mean, it’s not easy to have clothes that fit everyone... on 
hand... l... | meant the shoes...” 


I’m stuttering shit and it’s killing me. 
Oh dear god! Shut up you fool! Basta! 


Her lower lip is practically trembling. The jet pitch increases 
and the door hatch closes with a swishing sound, which 
always makes my ears pop. 


| take her hand, and before guiding her to her seat, | lean in 
close. 


“Can we start over? | meant to say how beautiful you look. | 
really did.” | press her hand to my lips, and look into her 
eyes, | can see | just may have dodged a bullet. 


Maybe. 

We're both suddenly unsteadied, as the jet starts to move 
out onto the runway. 

“It’s alright,” | assure her, “we've got a few minutes before 
takeoff, we're just taxiing out...” 

| sit her opposite me, having chosen the two seats facing 
each other. | wanted to have her in front of me the whole 


trip, but | have some work to do if I’m to bring back some of 
the magic of the morning. 


You found something that fit? Jesus Christ Daniel! 


CHAPTER 10 


Linda 


I’m halfway through thanking Carlo for giving me my phone 
back as | get out of the car, when I notice it feels different. 


“It’s light.” | remark, he shrugs and grins sheepishly, 
motioning to the jet with his eyes. | can see a stunning 
stewardess waiting at the top of the short flight of stairs up 
to the cabin. Her face is cheerful, but her eyes tell a different 
story once she sees me. 


There seems to be an invisible sense of urgency around 
everything to do with Daniel Leoni. Not from him personally, 
but like everyone around him is running on an unspoken 
schedule, an invisible timetable. I’m drawn into this 
sensation, with the pitch of the jet’s engine winding up toa 
near scream, | figure | need to get my ass on the plane. 
They’re all waiting for me. 


He’s waiting for me. 
A private jet? Just for me? 


| feel a warm rush of heat to my center just thinking about it 
as | take the stairs up, trying hard not to return the look the 
stewardess is giving me, but feeling like | can’t help it either. 


Before | even look at Daniel, I’m scanning the empty plane 
for my dad. | figure it must be a special occasion, maybe 
we're all going someplace special to celebrate. 

No dad. 


| can let his comment about the clothes fitting slide. | 
understand, it is hard to find clothes to fit random guests in 


your house. My curves aren’t a handicap, and | have no 
trouble fitting into regular sized clothing. 


What hurts me is that there’s no dad, no Tony Ferrari, and 
the first thing he points out is my clothes. Then I realize why 
my phone's so light. They took the battery out. 


It sounds stupid, but give a girl her phone back after a whole 
morning without it, and taking out the battery beforehand? 
She’s gonna be upset. 


Not even handing it back flat, no charger | can live with, 
maybe get one on the way somewhere. But no battery? 


I’m upset. 


| scan the inside of the jet. It’s like something out of the 
lifestyle of the rich and famous. Maybe | was wrong to think 
Daniel Leoni wasn’t too over the top. He thinks I’m in awe of 
his jets interior. Actually, I’m looking around fora 
smartphone battery dispenser, maybe a dealership in 
amongst the burl walnut and gold leaf. 


The wind up to take off is noisy and bumpy, which is good. It 
gives me plenty of time to vent in my head, without making 
a fool of myself in front of Daniel. My hurt seems to fall away 
at a few thousand feet per second, and pretty soon I’m ready 
to acknowledge the hungry eyes he’s had on me since | 
came aboard. 


“| want to take you somewhere nice,” he says, not taking his 
eyes off me as he unbuckles his seatbelt. A tiny gesture with 
his chin lets me know I can do the same. 


| can feel the question as much as he can before | ask it. Like 
it’s floating in front of us, just waiting to be pointed out. 


“Where's my dad?” | finally ask, trying not to sound 
ungrateful, hurt, snippy or bratty. Recognizing I’m at least 
two of those by the sound of my own voice, | keep eye 
contact. Straining not to look hysterical. 


| anticipate an excuse, maybe some calming words, but 
Daniel Leoni isn’t the type of man to get asked too many 
questions. He’s frowning, taking a long breath in through his 
nose. His huge chest expanding, while | notice his jaw 
tighten. 


“Your dad will be joining us, in a few days,” he finally says. 
Another of those creased, no teeth showing smiles. 


| have my mouth open for the wise-ass retort ‘/ asked where 
he is, not when he’s joining us’ but think better of it. 


We sit quietly, and before long, it’s Daniel who breaks the 
ice I’ve spread out between us. 


“Listen!” He says suddenly, smiling wide, taking my hand 
again and leaning forward, “I thought we could just have a 
few days to get to know each other. A chance to enjoy 
ourselves. Your Dad’s fine. He just... How ‘bout we just have 
some fun. Okay?” 


His huge hand over mine is warm. It feels safe, comforting. | 
know he really must have some feelings for me, but it’s just 
weird how he’s going about it. 


“My phone had the battery taken out of it.” | add, letting him 
know we can hold off counting the minutes until the ‘fun’ 
starts. 


Jeez Linda. Lighten up. Look at his arms. Look at his crotch 
for chrissakes. The man’s a living god! 


“Linda, do you trust me?” he asks in reply, his dark eyes 
smoldering with a new intensity which isn’t at all bad. 


“Of course | do,” | hear myself say, and | know I really mean 
it. 

“Then... can we just enjoy each other’s company for a while? 
l'm a hard man to pin down, ask anyone. Getting all of me 
for what? A couple of days maybe...? That’s a rare thing,” he 
smiles, then laughs. | can’t help but join him. 


“And what about the nights,” | ask, returning the fire in his 
eyes. 


“Well...” he says, looking deeper into my eyes as he takes 
my hand yet again before bringing it close to his lips. “Let’s 
just see where we end up.” 


As soon as | imagine his lips against my hand, | know I’m 
done for. Finished. It’s like a direct line of electricity, straight 
to my happy place. He’s lit up the whole Christmas tree with 
a single touch, and | just can’t wait for him to unwrap my 
present. 


“So, where are we headed then?” | ask, some of the 
excitement returning to my voice. | can see he’s made every 
effort, it would be childish to spoil it Knowing all the reasons 
why things are the way they are. 


“Someplace no one else has ever been with me.” He says, as 
if it’s a promise. And | can’t wait to see where that is. 


CHAPTER 11 


Daniel 


Part of me wants to put something in Linda’s mouth to keep 
her quiet for the rest of the flight, part of me wonders where 
she’s been all my life. | needed someone like her in my 
organization years ago. 


I need her now more than ever. 


I’m trying hard not to stare at her, | know she’s pissed about 
her dad, about the phone thing. But hey. I’m Daniel Leoni. 
This is my private jet and I’m taking you someplace nice. 
You're welcome. You can thank me later. 


I can’t wait for later. 


Looking at her, even when she’s mad, | get hard, then harder 
than ever because she is mad. | can see the stewardess 
starting to hover, so | give her the cue to close the sliding 
doors. It closes off the cabin from the rest of the plane, 
giving us instant privacy. 


“You didn’t tell me Connor was a girl,” | tease, slowly 
opening then closing my legs again, drawing her eyes to my 
aching bulge. 


“You never asked,” she coos, teasing me right back, her eyes 
widening, and after checking over her shoulder to make sure 
we’re alone, | let out a low growl, feeling her naked foot 
rubbing its way up and down my shaft through my pants. 


She’s slipped off both shoes, and pretty soon, | can feel my 
cock twitching as my balls rise up, threatening to explode as 
both her delicate feet work the tip and shaft, as expertly and 
perfectly as her hands, | hope. 


| tilt my head back, moaning aloud again, | can’t waste my 
seed in my pants. Not like this. | can’t let our first time blow 
up like this. 


| casually take her feet in my hands, giving them a slow and 
gentle massage, and work my way up her calves, gently 
parting her thighs with them as I use her legs to pull myself 
out of my chair and down in between her legs. 


She’s not protesting that there’s no cock action, yet. | 
hungrily lift the soft white of her skirt, inhaling the fresh 
fabric as it mixes with the sweetness of her own arousal. She 
jerks and shudders, as my palms run flat along the inside of 
both her thighs, instantly honing in on the wet heat of her 
snatch. 


Another growl escapes me, as | peel her damp lace panties 
to one side, revealing the most perfectly pink pussy I’ve ever 
seen. | growl slightly, noticing her lips and nub twitch as my 
mouth draws closer, until | envelop all of her in mouth in one 
go, unable to contain my hunger for her. 


| feel both her hands on the back of my head, kneading my 
hair in time with my lips and tongue, kneading her lips 
across her slick hood. Her clit like a bullet between my teeth 
as | delicately tease it to full attention. Linda cries out, 
shaking uncontrollably. | know she’s close already. 


“Oh, Daniel. Fuck me, please! Fuck me now, I need it!” 


Her hips are writhing, pressing her gushing valley against 
my chin as my tongue presses right inside her, savoring her 
electric saltiness, the iron rich tang of her climax imminent. 


| feel my own stiffness twitch and jerk, hot precome flowing 
from me like water. It takes everything I’ve got not to yield 
to the temptation of my own release. 


“Daniel” she whimpers, bucking against my face, grinding 
herself into my mouth. She’s pulling at my hair now, a 
frantic attempt to pull me deeper inside her. 


| can’t stand it. Enough is enough. In a single movement I’ve 
freed myself from my pants, her cool fingers encircling my 
hot shaft as she gasps, clenching first one and then both 
hands around my engorged head. Thick ribbons of clear sap 
dropping onto the leather of her seat as she opens herself 
fully, laying back to pull me inside of her. 


“I want you to be my first,” she whispers. 
“You're a-?” 


She nods, eagerly tugging my manhood closer to her 
soaking wet, twitching hole. 


“| shouldn’t.” | murmur, my eyes rolling as | try not to come 
for the tenth time in as many seconds. 


“I want you to,” she pleads, begging me with her eyes, as 
well as her hands, circling the tip of me before bringing the 
result of my desire for her to her lips. 


“We haven't even kissed yet,” she informs me, grinning like 
a devil, and | oblige her instantly, crashing my lips into hers, 
our tongues meeting in their own wet dance. The freshness 
of her whole body is brought alive by her perfect mouth. | 
could kiss her for a year, but I can feel her pulling me again, 
the swollen head of my cock glancing her steaming gash. 


“| shouldn’t.” | protest, “I want it to be special...” 


“It js special Daniel, right here. We’re on a fucking private jet 
for god’s sake. How much more special can you make it?” 


She smiles at me with such affection, and | feel my hardness 
kick up an extra notch. With both hands, she firmly starts to 
guide me inside her. Inch by inch, | feel her incredibly 
smooth tightness yield to my rock hard length, fully 
enveloping every vein and thick fold. We fuse together as 
one. 


She whimpers, but only from pleasure, and I can’t help but 
let out a series of staggered, low moans and a final gasp of 


relief and excitement, as | feel my entire length taken up 
inside her. 


She slowly begins to grind her hips, a rhythm which settles 
into a rocking and thrusting motion as I let my hands trace 
her thighs again, from her pussy, all the way across her 
body; seeking out every inch of pleasure | can give her as 
she methodically works my rod deep inside her. 


| want to pleasure her like this for hours, for days, but the 
pent up desire and overwhelming need to fill her with my 
seed overtakes me. Sensing I’m near, she arcs her lower 
back, drawing me in even further. We stare into each other’s 
eyes, mouths open in ecstasy as the white heat of my 
swollen, jerking climax pumps deep inside her. She shudders 
as waves of her own climax ripple down the length of my 
rod. We lock mouths again, and | know for sure that Linda is 
the one. I’ve found her. 


I am home. 


CHAPTER 12 


Linda 


I’ve heard stories about first times. How the guy ends up 

being a jerk, or it’s all so anticlimactic, that it fast becomes 
something less than ideal. For Daniel and me, it’s like a key 
in a lock. We were made for each other, and we both feel it. 


As the ink dries on the contract, | have to smile. Teasing his 
hair with my fingers as he holds me, his huge arms around 
me as we make jet airline seats the most comfortable place 
in the whole world. 


My mind’s alive with things | want to say, things | want to 
ask Daniel, but there’s also a peaceful feeling. Like neither 
of us has to say anything. | know he feels the same, and we 
just sit there, laying still for a long while, not wanting to 
break the moment. 


“Where are you taking me?” | finally ask, sensing his need to 
relieve his dead arm from around me. It’s his cue, and he 
takes it, settling back up into his seat, still holding both my 
hands in his as he leans forward. | can see his chest and 
some other goods, poking through the clothes he still has 
on, and make the mental note to explore those further, at 
the nearest opportunity. 


“Somewhere special,” he grins. “You like seafood?” he asks, 
a sudden mischievous glint in his eyes. 


“Love it.” I sigh, “If it has gills, l'Il eat it.” He looks down at 
his lap then up at me with the funniest look on his face, and 
we both break out in laughter. 

KKK 


The desert air is a welcome change from the frosty weather 
we've just come from. Nevada is somewhere | never planned 
to visit, too many missed birthdays and other stuff Dad was 
never home for, | guess. He was always working. 


“You mad about your Dad, about your phone still?” Daniel 
ventures, reading my thoughts. 


| shake my head in the negative. “You asked me to trust you, 
and | do,” Is all | want to say about it. 


The car waiting for us is bigger than the one Carlo drove. 
This one’s a full stretch limo, with the same interior as the 
jet. It’s been a few hours, and I can safely say I’m used to 
this lifestyle. It feels like | belong here. 


My stomach lets out a long and very loud wail of hunger, 
which Daniel politely pretends not to notice. He smiles at 
me, brushing my hair back from my face and over my ear. | 
peck his cheek as a silent thank you for being so sweet. He 
lets me nuzzle on his huge chest for the rest of the ride. 


Looking up, | catch the drivers eyes in the rearview and 
shoots me a quick wink. 


“Stop the car. Stop the FUCKING CAR!” Daniel’s rough shout 
fills me with panic. The car tilts slightly as the brakes lock. 
Daniel beats a fist against the glass between the driver and 
us, then he’s out of the door and pulling the driver out of his 
seat by his ear in seconds. 


Reaching into the drivers jacket, Daniel pulls out a gun, 
which he holds against the drivers head. 


“Oh my god! Daniel! Noooo! He was just being friendly! 
Aghh... Jesus!” | want to get out, but know better than that. | 
feel so scared, but can only sit and watch. 


“What the fuck was that! Huh! What the FUCK WAS THAT!” 
He roars, the driver’s arms are raised, out and up as his head 
is bowed low against the guns barrel, he’s muttering one 
word over and over, sorry. 


A few other cars slow, then speed up once they see the gun. 
I’m suddenly terrified, having no idea how any of this 
happened so quickly. 


Daniel’s so angry, he’s shaking with white hot rage. He 
presses both hands to his own temples, then shakes his 
head in disbelief, swearing in Italian. The driver is on his 
knees now, clawing at Daniel’s pants, tears streaming down 
his face. 


“Mr. Leoni... please! | didn’t mean nothing by it, | swear | 
was just being nice, being friendly. Mr. Leone... Please! No! 
No! Nooo!” 


Daniel has the gun to the boys head, he can’t be much older 
than | am. | scream, and Daniel looks up at me. Our eyes 
meet, and he lowers the gun straight away, putting in his 
own jacket after a few breaths. 


He kicks the boy with the side of his shoe. “Get up! Get the 
fuck back in the car... You fucking DRIVE and just do your 
job, Fica! VIl fucking...” 


Daniel. Daniel. | mouth the words until he looks at me again, 
and once the driver is back in the front, he climbs back in 
next to me. 


Daniel fills the car with his tension. Every muscle in his huge 
body is twitching, swollen, jerking in time with his 
heartbeat. | can see the vein in his neck and temple pulse, 
then fade, as he gradually begins to calm down. 


The driver, after wiping his eyes with his handkerchief, and 
crossing himself, straightens the car back out and takes off 
at a crawl, slowly building up speed again. His eyes don’t 
leave the road again. 


Daniel stares out the window, not looking at me for the next 
few minutes. It takes a while for my own pulse to go back to 
normal. Once | feel he’s ready, | put my hand out, touching 
his huge arm, which twitches. Then, without looking at me, 


he puts his enormous hand over mine, patting it ever so 
gently, as if it were glass and it would break if he let me 
know how bad he felt at that moment. 


“Sssshhh.” Is all | can manage and | hug his massive arm, 
which feels as big as | am; for the rest of the ride. It doesn’t 
matter where we go now, | know that | belong to Daniel now 
and only hope he lets the world accept that a little easier 
with time. 


CHAPTER 13 


Daniel 


Would | have handled things differently if | could do it all 
over again? 


Hell no. Nobody will ever look at Linda like that and get 
away with it. And that prick driver, he’s lucky we were ina 
public space is all l'Il say on that topic. 


Needless to say, | feel as though some of the surprise in the 
trip has been ruined, but Linda is so forgiving, she seems to 
get exactly why I went off like that. I’m still coming to terms 
with how much she really means to me. 


I'd planned a romantic lunch at the new seafood restaurant, 
then wanted to show her the new penthouse | had built 
recently on the top floor. I’ve never seen it in person myself. 
It’s been on my to-do list. | had it built especially for when | 
visit the desert, but that isn’t so much nowadays. 


A second, louder growl from Linda’s stomach lightens the 
mood, and she proves a master at changing me from wild 
beast to romantic fool. 


“How ‘bout that seafood? I’m starving!” 


She squeezes my hand, telling me so many things through 
her touch. | smile in return, and realize how hungry | am 
myself. 


“Almost there. It’s one of my own places | think you'll like” | 
say, relieved on so many fronts. 


As the Casino strip comes into view, | can see some of the 
excitement returning to Linda’s face. Some of it’s new to me 
as well, and I lose count of how long it’s been since | even 


visited for business, let alone pleasure. And what a pleasure 
it is. 

Seeing her face almost pressed up against the glass, | can’t 

help but feel the stirring inside me again, as | feel the deep 

need to merge with her again. The plane was nice, but | still 
want it to be special. | want to show her just how special she 
is to me. 


The car slows. “I don’t see any restaurants. Is it in between 
those casinos?” 


| can’t help swelling with pride a little. “It is those two 
casinos.” | say, feeling suddenly a little embarrassed at 
having so much. 


Her jaw drops, but she recovers herself in time to shimmy 
closer to me, taking my arm in hers again as she plants 
another peck on my cheek. “Well, | can’t wait!” 


| catch a nervous look in her eye as the limo pulls up to the 
front, but I signal with a wave of my hand for the driver, 
piece of shit that he is, to take us to the underground car lot 
entrance. | never like to arrive out front, that’s for our 
guests. 


The basement level is for staff only, and has a foyer of its 
own, plus my own elevator and office staff who manage the 
business end of the stick. A tight security detail is always on 
duty, with more gates and armed guards than any bank I’ve 
ever seen. 


Linda still looks pensive, then it finally clicks. “We can 
freshen up before lunch, you can even change if you like.” 


“Just need a pit stop,” she says, squeezing my hand, “Do you 
want me to-” 


“You look perfect,” | reassure her, and lean in close to kiss 
her deeply, feeling nothing but the two of us in a world that | 
realize had shrunk to be a lonely and singular one for me, 
until now. 


News of my arrival has been low key but my staff is at the 
ready for my sudden arrival, with most of the staff’s eyes 
receding into their heads, quick double-takes are made by 
some to smooth out skirt and pant creases, quickly realizing 
they’re fine. They all do an excellent job, wherever | am. It’s 
why they have their jobs. 


Some bosses can surprise staff, finding thieving and 
slackers. | only ever see a well-oiled machine. | hand-picked 
most of them, they’re the best in their chosen fields, making 
Leoni Entertainment holdings one of the richest and most 
successful on the strip. 


Linda is perfect arm wear. She has enough grace to radiate 
presence, but she’s comfortable enough in her own skin to 
hold her own. 


The manager’s not here to greet us, but I’d question it if he 
were. With a casino to run, there’s no need to hover waiting 
for me to arrive. 


“This is Ms. Maloney,” | inform the staff surrounding us. 
“She’s my guest, and we’ll be seeing the Penthouse suite 
first...” 


“Right this way, Mr. Leoni,” the senior valet clips, almost 
clicking his heels to attention. “We have your suite ready 
and waiting. A pleasure to have you with us, Sir, welcome.” 


| leave them all at the elevator entrance, simply holding my 
hand out for the pass key. It’s never unusual for me to do 
things on my own, in my own way. The short row of staff 
stand at attention as Linda and | watch our own reflections 
replace them inside the spotless cubicle, which rises rapidly. 


Is it forty or fifty floors? 


| can never remember, but feel a tingle of excitement at 
seeing the new Suite. If | were alone, it would be to find fault. 
But because of Linda, | already know it’s perfect. 


| can see Linda’s eyes moving over everything, taking in 
every tiny detail. The place is spotless, which makes me feel 
another little glow of pride. | can provide, | can protect, and | 
can indulge her every wish. 


Our eyes meet in the smoked reflection, her eyes wide with 
excitement as she inhales deeply, my own excitement 

building in my pants, as | see an infinity of our figures. The 
dual glass creating an endless universe, just the two of us. 


The elevator pulses quietly, doors opening in silence. The 
lobby’s exquisite. A combination of dark ebony and marble. 
The random lines of nature, with the crisp definition of the 
ancient wood is breathtaking. It’s better than I’d ever 
thought possible. 


| offer my arm to Linda again, and pause at the huge, glossy 
double doors. 


“Ready?” | ask her, before noticing her legs pressing 
together slightly. | forego the spectacle for now, and quickly 
swipe the only one of two passkeys to get us inside. 
Watching her from behind as she deftly finds the nearest 
bathroom, | take a moment to wander around, soaking up 
the huge open living area which looks out over the city, and 
past the desert beyond. 


CHAPTER 14 


Linda 


You know he’s the right guy when day to day stuff, like 
restroom stops are silent gestures, taking priority over 
everything else. Personally, | may have set a new record. A 
three hour flight, with sex, plus a car ride? Daniel’s the 
perfect gentleman when it counts. 


After freshening up I can focus a little better, taking in the 
luxury of the bathroom first, which is more the size of my 
whole apartment, and then the rest of the place. It looks like 
it takes up the whole top floor, and | can’t help but exclaim 
loudly as | walk through, searching for Daniel. 


The whole view is framed by a wave of glass, from the floor 
to the ceiling. Most of which is glass again, clear spires and 
prisms catch all the natural light, filling the whole space 
with light, without being too bright. Daniel is closely 
inspecting hinges on doors, and the join of the carpet. | 
laugh a little, worried | was going to interrupt him during his 
big moment with his new toy. 


“You like?” he asks, his eyes splintering the light as it dances 
off them. | feel myself smiling wider than I can ever 
remember. Without even having a proper look around, | can 
say confidently, “I love it!” 


He takes my hands, pressing them to his lips, before leading 
me over to the windows near one of the balconies, an ebony 
baby grand piano looking out over the incredible view. Its lid 
propped open, as if it’s as surprised as | am to be there. 


It’s like a view of the view, from above. The postcard Vegas 
view as seen from a new and dizzying height, with tasteful 


placement so as to catch all the features, without feeling too 
imposing. 


“It’s the most beautiful view in the world,” | murmur 
absently. | can feel Daniel looking at me, ignoring the view. 


“It sure is,” he says dreamily, "just perfect.” 


A cell phone chimes, and | absently reach for my own, 
realizing | don’t have that luxury at the moment. Daniel 
holds up a finger in a mixture of apology and requesting 
silence. He moves away, into another area of the huge space 
to take his call. It doesn’t bother me, I’m impressed his 
phone hasn't rung so far at all since we arrived. | can only 
imagine what he has to deal with in one day. 


There’s a little tension in his voice, then he lowers his voice. 
| find a neat little room, like a tiny library, complete with 
ancient looking bookcases and leather bound volumes, like 
a private reading nook. Daniels arms around my waist startle 
me, but | choose them over the lure of a cozy reading spot 
any day. 


“Can you bear to have lunch up here?” he asks 
apologetically. 

| turn around, readily agreeing, glad we might have some 
more privacy after all, but the look in his eyes tells me its 
lunch just for one. 


“Just for a little while,” he promises, reading the 
disappointment in my face. “Somethings come up, the sort 
of thing they’re glad happens when I’m here, so | have to go 
deal with it, okay?” 


I’m flattered he takes the time to even ask me, of course it's 
fine. | nod eagerly, “Is everything alright?” | ask pensively, 
remembering the incident with the driver. His smile relaxes 
me instantly, reassuring me it’s no big deal. 


“It’s fine...just some money stuff... Rich guests who don’t 
like to lose.” he says, his smile relaxing. 


“Oh ae 


“They'll send up lunch in a minute, will you be alright here, 
by yourself for a bit?” he asks, moving off toward the door, 
his muscular frame already seeming smaller in the huge 
expanse of the place. 


“I'll be fine.” | call out, wanting to go after him, but also not 
wanting to look like | can’t live two seconds without him. 


Maybe I'll try out the reading nook after all... Right after 
lunch. 


“| shall return!” Daniel calls out triumphantly, before | hear 
the door close. The silence of the place is calming, with the 
view from what feels like heaven giving it a dream like 
quality. One | never want to wake up from. 


At the risk of leaving crumbs from the kitchen, or rolling out 
twine so | don’t get lost, | stick to the area near the balcony, 
the corner of the penthouse | know so far. The sound of a 
firm knock on the door breaks the silence, and | suddenly 
feel like an intruder instead of a guest. 


The intercom buzzes, and | hear a friendly female voice, 
“Room service Ms. Maloney. May | come in?” 


| cross the floor, pleased | manage to find my way and open 
the door without hesitation. 


“Thank you Ms. Maloney, | wasn’t sure if the intercom was 
connected yet. Finishing touches from construction... | hope 
everything is to your satisfaction?” she smiles neatly, before 
wheeling past me with a gleaming trolley covered with a 
series of equally reflective domes. | can see my figure 
warping and twisting in each of them as they pass, like in a 
series of fun house mirrors. 


A sign of things to come, maybe? 


| venture, registering my own appetite against the volume of 
platters and trays. 


Dana, that’s what her name tag says. She sets a small table 
for two, with all the efficiency and precision of someone who 
knows their craft, before offering me a chair and lifting the 
lids on the platters and trays, revealing what looks like a 
chromed version of an ocean floor. 


| gasp at the beauty and delicacy of each dish, from the 
sushi, to the creamy seafood pasta, which | feel most drawn 
to. 


“Is there anything else | can get you, Ms. Maloney?” she 
inquires with a friendly, professional interest. | figure | may 
as well get used to having female only help from now on, 
considering the whole car thing. | somehow know Daniel’s 
made sure of that already. 


“You mentioned the intercom?” | ask, “Does that mean the 
phone is connected as well?” She reaches about four inches 
for the nearest handset, and pressing it to her ear, she 
frowns. 


“| do apologize, it would appear-” 


“Oh. That’s alright. Say, You wouldn’t happen to have your 
cell phone handy, would you?” 


CHAPTER 15 


Daniel 


She'll be fine. You can’t take her with you everywhere. Ten 
minutes won't kill you... 


It feels unfair to be interrupted like this, but | do have 
responsibilities that extend beyond my own pleasure. 


Shit! 
| realize | left the pass key on the counter near the kitchen. 


Chill man. She’s eating lunch by now, or at least; waiting for 
me to get back so we can eat together. 


| force an exhale, collecting myself as the elevator slides 
open, revealing the assault to the senses that is the gaming 
lounge of the third floor. Lights, digitized theme tunes from 
the slots...and a very loud voice. Demanding. Drunk. 


The head of security meets me at the elevator with a sharp 
nod, a concierge and three guys who look like they just 
broke a record for steroid consumption versus time spent 
actually working out. 


“How the fuck did he get in here? Why the fuck is he here?” | 
ask, my voice spitting in time with our steps as we walk 
across the gleaming tiles, following the rising slur of a drunk 
lrish fuck who needs a lesson in manners as well as how to 
gangster. 

He must’ve been here the whole time... called me from the 


casino. He never had Tony Ferrari in the first place... 
Fungule! 


Shaun murphy’s waving his empty highball glass like a 
microphone, wailing his favorite Irish folk song, ‘Gimme 


another one ye bastard! ’ 


The bartender’s eyes bulge as he sees us approach, as he 
sees me approach. His face an apology, his palms flip up and 
over. 


“I'm sorry Mr. Leoni...| had no-” 


My hand’s up. | don’t give a fuck about how he got past 
security, let alone got rat faced in my casino. I’m more 
interested in getting him away from my customers, before 
his Irish mouth starts running any louder about things which 
no decent criminal would discuss in public. 


His face goes a green-gray once he sees me in the mirrors of 
the bar, behind the bottle of Jameson he's trying to focus on. 


Belching into his puffed cheeks, he spins on his stool. | 
figure he may just have got fifty percent more sober from 
the sight of me. 


“Mr. Murphy!” | greet him cheerfully and quietly, before he 
has a chance to open his shit lips in my face. 


“| know you’re surprised to see me here, but | do own the 
casino, and the one across the way. You might also recall 
that your presence in any of my establishments is... /// 
advised.” 


His eyes are rolling back, he’s three sheets to the fuckin’ 
wind. I’m wasting my breath. 


“Take him to a suite, any one, | don’t care. Put a man on the 
door and let me know if he so much as farts.” | murmur to 
the Brad, out of earshot to the others; but he’ll take care of 
it, | Know him will. 


Fortunately no damage has been done, they did the right 
thing in calling me down. I’m suddenly glad, in more ways 
than one, that | chose to bring Linda here. 


Linda! 


I’m suddenly very glad and concerned. If Murphy’s been 
here the whole time, getting past security, who knows what 
or who else he’s smuggled in here. 


“Have your men check a// footage with facial recognition for 
chuckles here since 8a.m. | wanna know what he’s been 
doing and with who.” 


“Yes, Mr. Leoni. Right away. And...” 


My look stops him. I’ve had bigger problems than a sagging 
leprechaun near my pot of gold. My swift brow and eager 
eye asks if there’s anything else. No? | didn’t think so. 


Murphy’s helped into the private elevator, whisked away 
discreetly and quickly, like sick off the rug at a party. The 
smell lingers for a time, but fresh eyes will only ever see the 
crisp, clean front that is the bar of the gaming lounge on the 
third floor. 


| calm myself further, with a stroll around the floor. There’s 
the same faces from ten years ago, the same, weary eyes, 
waiting for a bright spark or flash of excitement. Their 
misery is what brings them here, the promise of relief; the 
attraction. Whether they actually get it or not? Not my 
fucking problem. 


| try and remember the exact date | was here last, but I’m 
bailed out by an aging beauty. Somebody’s Mom, someone’s 
Grandma; wisely investing their inheritance in the casino 
trade, enjoying her autumn years so those little fuckers 
don’t get a dime by the time she’s six feet under. 


The machine ate her dollar and won't give it back. 
If /had a dollar for every time I heard that one... 


| click my fingers, getting the attention of one of the 
hundreds of employees. In moments, there’s a fresh drink 
with an umbrella, and five dollars of casino cash in her 
gnarled hand. 


Crisis averted... 


With the light headedness of what must be low blood sugar, 
mixed with some concern and a side of yearning for Linda’s 
touch, | slip back to the elevator. Zooming up, | feel a rising 
pressure which goes beyond the popping of my ears in the 
elevator as it settles. 


Something about the whole day is starting to get that sour 
taste that sweetness eventually gets when you’re in the 
mob. 


It’s like the hand of god gives you something, but it’s also 
holding out something much larger, waiting to collect his 
dues. 


My heart freezes when | see the penthouse door ajar. | fish in 
my jacket, silently bringing out the driver’s piece. He was 
useful for at least one thing after all. 


Nudging the door back with the edge of my foot, | strain to 
hear something, anything. Edging into the hallway, | can see 
a trolley of silver domes, the rich smell of food fills my nose, 
but my hearts pounding in my ears. 


| want to call out, it would be the natural, normal thing to do, 
but my life isn’t normal. My life isn’t natural. | stand still, 
watching the edge of the gun out of the corner of my eye as 
| hold my breath. 

“Linda!” | finally command, ready to take whatever’s coming 
in reply. 

But there’s only silence. 

She’s gone. 


CHAPTER 16 


Linda 


I’m not lying to Dana when | tell her my phone has no 
battery. | only leave out the part that my new crime boss 
boyfriend has taken the battery so | can’t call anyone. Not 
yet, anyway. | can only assume Daniel doesn’t want me 
calling my Dad, or Connor. Not yet anyhow. 


But | can’t wait for Daniel. | need to speak to Connor. | need 
my phone working again. 


All her professional airs disappear as soon as | tell Dana my 
phone is on the fritz. | figure a girl will understand my plight 
over a guy, any day. 


And she does. 

“You're shittin’ me! Ah! Jesus!” She thinks for a second, then 
grins with a devilish plan forming in her mind. 

“Can you spare a minute? | mean, is Mr. Leoni...?” 


“Oh. He’ll be a while,” | say, sensing a way out of my jam 
through Dana. 


“It’s just, well. Lost property in this place is nuts. We’re 
talkin’ about hundred phones a week! Unofficially? After 
fourteen days, it’s trash. So come with me and we'll get you 
fixed up in a jiffy. Zac’s in charge down there, he owes me a 
favor anyway.” 


| look hesitantly at all the food, thinking about our lunch 
date, about Daniel. 


“It'll take like five minutes,” Dana chimes, reading my mind, 
not concerned about being busted by her boss either. | can’t 


help thinking about the driver. About how Daniel lost his shit 
completely earlier. 


“Let me tell you a little story,” Dana says, leaning in a little 
closer, like she’s sharing a real secret. 


“One day, there was a single mom with a dependency issue, 
she needed a break and while most lowlife’s took advantage 
of her, a certain someone reached out, with his own hand; 
and helped that someone up. He didn’t give me a free ride, 
maybe not the same treatment as you’re getting, no way,” 
she said warmly, shooting me a sly wink. “Mr. Leoni is a lot of 
things to a lot of people, but to me, he’s a fucking Angel. 
Pardon my French. Most of the help here, he hired personally. 
Folks like me who were on hard times. He gave us something 
to lift us up, so we do everything we can to give a little back 
to him every chance we get.” 


| smile, wanting to hug her. Wanting to hug Daniel. 


“He’s an angel, but if we don’t want him to know, we’d 
better hurry,” she adds, smiling like someone who knows. 


| readily agree and we head out. | leave the door ajar, | 
didn't see where the pass key went. I'll only be a minute 
anyway, and Dana assures me no one else will be heading 
up here. 


l'Il be right back baby, then we can make a dent in that 
trolley together...then you can make a few more dents in 
me too. 


Within a few minutes, I’m furnished with a new battery and 
charger for my phone, but decline the offer of an upgrade; 
despite Zac from lost and founds’ protests. 


| figure | have enough time to make some calls, check my 
emails and generally reacquaint myself with my phone 
before | get back to the suite. It’s been about a half a day, 
but feels like about a week without it. 


Dana lets me back into the private elevator, and giving a 
short nod, sets me back on my way up to the suite. | call my 
dad’s number straight away, not expecting an answer and 
not getting one. No voicemail, nothing. 


Next is Connor’s number. Voicemail. | rattle off as much as | 
can, with the jist of it being for her to call or at least text me 
where the hell she is, where the hell my dad is. 


I’m walking from the elevator to the door of the suite after 
hanging up, thinking about checking my emails, when I hear 
Daniel from the suite. The door wide open. 


“Linda!” He sounds serious. 


| stash my phone and call out to him before rounding the 
bend in the corridor. Just as well | did. 


“Daniel! | was just-” 
“Jesus Linda! What the fuck!” 


He spins around and l'm almost jolted with the barrel of the 
gun. | scream out loud, then feel his crushing weight around 
me as he holds me tight, kissing my hair. 


“Oh Jesus Linda! | thought you were...| dunno what | 
thought... Where were you?” he says, full of concern. | feel 
him slipping the gun back into a pocket, then he holds me 
even tighter. | can’t breathe and let out a squeak, which 
becomes a soft laugh. 


“| just went..! just...” 


He pulls back, holding me gently by my elbows, “You just 
went..?” he asks, waiting for an answer. 


“Uhmmm... Lady problems...?” | say slowly, not even 
convinced by the sound of my own voice. 


“Oooohhh. Ahhh, okay. Get everything you need?” he 
continues, looking as though I’ve just told him I’m from 
another planet. 


“False alarm!” | cry, elated at the prospect that | havea 
universal excuse for everything. 


| just need to remember, that’s a once a month kind of 
thing. Can’t use that excuse all the time. 


Relieved, but a little confused, he pulls me close again, and | 
get lost in the hardness of his body as he gently strokes my 
back and kisses my hair some more. 


“Everything alright?” | ask, switching roles and dying to ask 
him about my Dad again, but deciding its best to let him do 
the talking from now on. 


“Fine!” he blurts out quickly, giving me a taste of what | 
probably just sounded like. “Ready to eat.” he adds even 
quicker. 


The smell from the trolley is still amazing, and | place dibs 
on the seafood pasta out loud, even before | see how much 
of it there is. 


The magic of food soon has us both under its spell and 
Daniel and | talk only about how good the shrimp is, or how 
he should try the lobster tail next. After almost having my fill 
completely, we share the pasta; our lips meeting over a 
shared strand of spaghetti, before he kisses me so hard | 
forget about eating altogether. 


Just like in the movies. 


CHAPTER 17 


Daniel 


| could watch Linda all day, seeing her eat and enjoy the 
best of everything gives me a very special feeling inside. A 
feeling which threatens to become dessert, but | can tell 
something’s on her mind apart from the food, or even the 
other interest we share now. 


She’s probably worried about her father, you moron. You 
practically kidnapped her today, without telling her shit so 
far. 


| need to join the dots about what happened with the drop 
with Murphy too. Did she really kidnap her old man, then 
drive him to murphy direct? No. This Connor business is 
starting to smell a little fishy to me. Before | tell her 
anything, | need to know some more details myself. | think 
I’ve let my dick do far too much thinking for one day, time to 
hand the reigns back over to the gray matter. 


“So.” | start casually, “Tell me exactly how you kidnapped 
your father and took him to a rival gang leader. Shaun 
Murphy’s a hard man to pin down. Wanted in thirteen states 
| hear...” | leave it wide open, interested to hear what she 
has to say. 


Nice. Go in slow and she'll tell you everything... Idioso. 


“Coffee?” She chimes cheerfully, stalling for time. | exhale 
loudly through my nose. 


“Linda...” 
“What? Is this like truth or dare or something?” she says 


angrily, “I think | could ask a ton of questions myself.” she 
snaps, before trailing off. 


“Just truth.” | say firmly, calling her bluff but feeling the 
sting of her anger like a slap to the face. 


| know she’s right. 


“How ‘bout we talk about Connor then,” | start over, trying 
another way in. “I’m curious to know how you met. Hasn't it 
been hard? Having a bestie who’s on the other team?” 


She rolls her eyes, “How ‘bout you tell me where my fucking 
Father is? Huh!” she yells. The air splits and | feel the shock 
of someone actually raising their voice to me who isn’t going 
to pay for it. It feels strange. From her, it almost feels 
exhilarating. Almost. 


If it were anyone else... but it isn’t. It’s her, and I can’t let 
her down. Maybe she isn’t holding back either, maybe she 
knows just as much as | do? 


| can see she’s upset, so | offer her what | have. If she won’t 
talk, | have to lay my cards on the table. I’ve got nothing so 
far, and would prefer to get on with trying to enjoy our time 
together instead of fighting. 


“Shaun Murphy’s in this hotel.” | say flatly, looking for a 
response, but she looks as confused as | feel. 

“| don’t think you really had anything to do with your dad’s 
kidnapping, did you Linda?” 

“| did,” she whispers, looking into her lap, tears forming in 
her eyes. “Sort of... Maybe just not in the way you think.” 
She says slowly, finally looking up at me, sniffing instead of 
crying. 

I’m waiting for something more, then the chime of my cell 
interrupts us both. | have to answer it. 

“What?” | growl. 


“Sleeping beauty Sir, he’s up - and he doesn’t want to play 
nice.” 


“I'll be right down.” | say, getting up. I can hear a 
commotion on the other end of the line. “And don’t shoot 
him!” | add, before hanging up. 


Linda gets up too, she looks suddenly worried, “Is it Dad” 
she asks, full of concern. 


“No,” | say, matter of fact. “It’s Murphy. I’m gonna go talk to 
him. Is there anything you’d like to share, before | do that?” | 
ask, feeling like I’ve lost patience with her, but can’t bring 
myself to be angry with her either. 


So much for letting the brain do the thinking. 
Dammit. 


“All | know is, Dad was supposed to be delivered to Murphy, 
Connor promised me that much, right after his treatment.” 
She says firmly. 


| believe her, but I can’t let her come with me. Murphy’s a 
loose cannon, and I’m not sure I’m going to risk him staying 
alive, let alone tearing up my casino. 


| sigh loudly, running my hands through my hair. | take 
Linda by the shoulders, looking her in the eye. 


“Can you wait here, right here?” | ask, frowning. 


“| want to...” she begins, but | narrow my eyes, “Fine!” she 
groans, and | lift up her chin with my fingers, not sure if 
kissing her is wise, but | feel her breath catch as my lips 
touch hers. 


| press my mouth over hers, and then feel her tongue move 
deeper inside my mouth as she yields to me, my arm around 
her waist. She pulls back, punching me in the chest. 


“What’s that for?” | ask, half smiling. 
“Just go, before | change my mind and get crazy again,” she 
says, softening her look. “I think | saw tiramisu here, 


somewhere...” she muses, looking over the enormous 
quantity of food still on the trolley. 


“I’m gonna get your dad back, Linda. | didn’t tell you 
everything, because | didn’t know a hell of a lot myself. | still 
don’t. l'Il get it out of Murphy, then we'll get him back. 
Okay?” 


She’s looking at her feet, | feel like the biggest asshole in 
the world. | step closer, rubbing both her harms with my 
hands until she looks up at me again. 


“Okay?” | ask, wanting to hear her for her benefit over mine. 
| need her to know | got this. 


“Okay.” She agrees quietly, and | turn to go, before | change 
my mind and kiss her again. 


| hate to do it, but | remember the pass key this time, and 
once | leave the penthouse suite, | set the door’s electronic 
lock to ‘locked’. It makes a heavy sound as the thick steel 
plate bolt draws across, powered by the huge magnet. 


Sorry Linda, but like | said, l'Il get your dad back. | just need 
to know where you are until | do. 


CHAPTER 18 


Linda 


The sound of the door locking makes me jump. | can’t say 
I’m surprised, but it still feels weird. | trust Daniel 
completely, but I’m more scared for my Dad now than 
anything else. Yes, Connor is a friend too, but who knows 
really? Like Daddy and now Daniel have said, the Murphy’s 
are a notorious bunch, maybe Connor isn’t any different. 


No. | don’t believe it. Connor and | have shared more than 
enough experiences together. | trust her as much as | trust 
Daniel. If something’s gone wrong, it can’t be her fault. | 
won't believe it. 


The whole plan was simple, originally. When Connor first 
suggested it, it was only as a way for me to get in front of 
Daniel alone. Even though I’m the daughter of his right hand 
man, | couldn’t just walk into his office and throw myself at 
him. 

| needed a hook. 


Plus, | don’t think pops would’ve been all that pleased if I’d 
just calmly announced to him | was going to make a move 

on his boss. | would’ve been shipped off to the Santa Maria 
convent quicker than | could say Hail Mary. 


No. | needed a way to get Daniel’s attention, but also a way 
to have inside information, a contact on the other side, 
making sure Dad was safe and that a sensible negotiation 
could be reached, so the ransom could be paid and Dad 
returned without a scratch. 


Connor had told me she would handle all that. She said she 
has her Father eating out of the palm of her hand, he’s a 


total lunatic with everybody else, but putty in Connor’s 
hands. That’s what she told me, and | believe her. 


I’m loving dessert, but tiramisu does need coffee to go along 
with it. | can’t fathom the espresso machine in the kitchen, 
but fortunately there’s plenty of instant and the fridge and 
pantry are stocked like a supermarket. 


As | consider another piece of dessert with my instant 
mocha, I try and think about where it all went south. Where 
it could have all gone pear shaped. 


Like me, if | keep eating like this... Don’t worry Linda, I’m 
sure you'll beating for two in no time if Daniel is as serious 
as he sounds, and feels... 


Connor had said, if | just got her and Dad alone, she would 
take care of it after that. She’d arrange the ransom, even 
said she’d make the drop herself, delivering my Dad back 
safely, while pocketing the money for herself, to make a 
clean break from her family for good. 


It’s a win-win plan. Was a win-win plan. | was supposed to 
get up close and personal with Daniel and Connor was 
supposed to get a clean start with enough of her own money 
to get away from her mob Father. We always wanted our own 
fashion label, and the money was supposed to go towards 
that. 


| told her, point blank, that if half of what my dad said was 
true, Daniel would help her get clear of her Father for good. 
He has a lot of contacts in Europe. 


Connor always changed the subject, telling me the less 
details | knew the better. That way, if anything did go wrong, 
| couldn’t give either her or myself away too much. | 
believed it all at the time, | was so hell bent on getting 
together with Daniel. The intoxicating allure of the older 
man I’d had a crush on since college. 


Thinking about Dad is making me worry, and as soon as | 
have the thought | try calling him again. | feel the pulse of 
excitement as | hear a different sound after calling... but it’s 
just a message saying his phone is not in service. 


| feel my heart sink, and fearing the worst, and start to 
obsess over the whole plan again. How ridiculous it was to 
even think it could work. How dangerous it was in the first 
place. 


| try Connor’s number again, it rings out. | try my Dad’s 
number, even though | know it’s not even in service. The 
things we tell ourselves when we want to reach somebody, 
when we really need to speak with them... 


You could call the police? 

The thought generates a face | can feel myself making. 
Where the fuck did that come from? 

No police! 

| try reasoning with myself, that Daniel has the matter in 


hand. He’s downstairs talking with Connor’s Father right 
now, and all | have to do is wait. 


He'll be back up here, any minute. Telling me Dad’s safe and 
sound and that we can go pick him up from someplace. It’s 
like he said himself, neither of us seem to know the full 
picture, so | just need...to... wait... 


Before long, I’m pacing. I’ve never been a nail biter, but the 
coffee plus tiramisu caffeine wasn’t the best thing to put on 
top of a heavy seafood lunch with creamy spaghetti. Ugh. 


| can feel nausea mixing into the knot of anxiety in my 
stomach. | want to eat some more, to calm myself; but at the 
same time | feel sick. Like | want to lay down, or maybe 
throw up. 


| don’t Know what | want. 
| want to go home. 


The sensation of food in my belly and thoughts racing in my 
mind, around and around, is too much. | have to do 
something. | can’t just sit, or pace around here until | get 
news. 


Staring at my phone, then staring at the door as | pace the 
corridor, | wait for whatever’s coming to happen. There’s a 
huge grandfather clock in a room somewhere not far off. The 
ominous tick-tock of a heavy brass pendulum is doing 
nothing for my nerves. 


| try the only thing I can think of. | keep calling Connor 
again, it rings and rings, and rings. So I dial again. After a 
few rounds of this, my heart lifts as | finally hear the call 
connect. 

“Hullo?” 


“Uhhh... Daddy?” 


CHAPTER 19 


Daniel 


Shaun Murphy. Not a guy I’d like to spend a lot of time with, 
but | need to right now. | need to get my man Tony back, 
plus | need to sniff out what he thinks he’s doing, planning 
Casinos on my patch. The guy has a serious drinking 
problem too, or maybe his only problem is when he runs out 
of booze. 


I’m met at the suite’s door by Paul, General Manager of the 
Casino. His face isn’t the question mine is, and I’m glad he’s 
been spending his time gathering info so my time isn’t 
wasted. Not as wasted as Paddy here. To my horror, they’ve 
given him a fresh bottle. 


Paul’s at my side as we go in. 


“It’s the only way we could shut him up.” He says ruefully, 
“He’d had about two bottles before you got to him first 
earlier. Apparently, he’s having a bad day.” 


| feel my brows go up, lowering them into a steel look as | 
catch sight of Murphy for the second time today. More times 
than I’ve seen him in person, ever. 


“| expected to wake up dead in the desert, to be honest” he 
exclaims, taking a pull from, what is it? The third bottle of 
the day. 


Am | paying for all these too? Jesus! 


“Uh...Mr. Murphy has misplaced his credit cards,” Paul offers, 
reading my mind as my eyes scan the bottle. 

“And my phone!” cries Murphy, hurting my ears again with 
his crass Irish vocals. 


| hold up both hands, to calm him, but to also check I’m still 
here. It feels like a bad dream. One minute I’m balls deep in 
the sweetest girl I’ve ever seen, then I’m being messed 
around with a rival gang’s boss in my own Casino. 


“Look, Murphy. We'll find your phone. I’m sure lost property 
are already on it.” Paul nods in the affirmative, and | figure 
I'd better hurry and pull the conversation around to 
business, before this guy takes another nap after his four 
hourly feed. 


“So, you missed our appointment earlier today. | can only 
assume you were here the whole time? Had no intention of 
even-” 


“No!” he starts passionately, his eyes getting misty as he 
thrusts his hand up. 


“| wanted to settle this thing, like men! It’s that fool of a girl 
o' mine. | don’t mean to use her as an excuse, Mr. Leoni, but 
well...” 


But | will anyway... 


“Did ye really tink I’d kidnap one of your men, Leoni?” He 
interrupts himself, struggling to focus on what he’s saying, 
but he does have a point. 


He’s misting up again, | need to get in and get something 
from him, fast. A drunk Irish man baby tantrum is not how | 
want to spend my afternoon. 


“Just..get to the point, Murphy. Why are you here? And 
where’s Tony Ferrari?” | grimace, grinding my jaw, wondering 
if a desert field trip isn’t on the cards after all. 


No, | need to know what’s going on first. Plus this guy’s 
doing a fine job of taking his own life, it seems. 


“| got a call... Connor didn’t show after | arranged the drop 
with you the first time. | bumped up the price, stalling, 
thinking you'd never go for it...” 


I’m waiting... 
“Then | get the call, one of our men here, in the hotel...” 


My eyes shoot to Paul, he shrugs, looking as worried as he 
should be. “Go on,” | coach him, willing him not to drink any 
more until he tells us all what happened. 


“And then? Then | got my ass down here Toot sweet. | knew it 
wouldn't be long before the Leoni’s started makin’ some 
noise.” He looks at me earnestly, his eyes suddenly clear. 


“| meant no disrespect Leoni, | want you to know that. Tings 
just...well. Tings just went a different way is all...” 


I’m looking at the ceiling now, shaking my head slightly. My 
fingers twitching. Itching to give this guy a barrel in his 
mouth over the bottle, but there’s something genuine in his 
grief. Something | can’t break into. 


“You said earlier, it was Connor’s plan. On the phone 
remember? Connor, your daught-” 


“She’s no daughter o’ mine!” he suddenly spits out, his face 
darkening, spit running from his mouth as he curses in his 
native tongue. | don’t speak it, but | get the gist. Daughter’s 
out. 


“.,.Seein’ her there! Like that! It ain't right!” 


I’m getting more shrugs from Paul, who’s getting a word in 
his ear from one of the men at the door. 


“Excuse me.” he exclaims, interrupting everyone and 
everything. 


“Sorry Sir,” he says, lowering his voice, leaning over to 
murmur something in my ear. Murphy seems dead to it 
again, sucking deep on his green death, trying to drown 
something l'Il never know for certain. 


“Are you sure?” | ask, daring today to get any stranger. 


“It’s what I’ve just heard from two separate sources. We have 
a team on the way there now,” he says, returning to his role 
as manager in seamless style. 


“Hold off on that,” | say absently, “I’d like to head on over 
myself, see if | can’t sort this out.” 

“Alright Sir, if you’d prefer...” 

“Thanks Paul,” | offer, really meaning it. “Great work, great 
work everybody.” 

He beams. 

| wonder if Linda’s figured anything out yet. Maybe she 
knew all along? Linda. | was so hoping for a peaceful couple 
of days together. 

“Which suite?” | call over my shoulder, deciding l'Il leave 
Irish eyes crying. Sounds like Murphy’s had a bad enough 
day already, but | still want him out of my Casino. 


“2112,” Paul says, matter of fact, looking back at Murphy 
with a questioning gaze. 


“Have him call his man to come get him. And have this suite 
cleaned.” 


“Yes sir.” Paul calls out after me, swelling with pride that he’s 
exceeded all my expectations, once again. 


2112. | just hope | get there in time. | have a bad feeling 
about all this... 


CHAPTER 20 


Linda 


“Now, honey. | don’t want you to be upset...” 


| Know when my own Father’s about to upset me, because he 
always starts it with “Now, honey. | don’t want you to be 
upset.” 


Before he even says anything, | can almost hear the pennies 
dropping, in time with my own heart as it sinks a little lower 
with each beat. It feels wrong, like a set up. Like she used 
me. | don’t want to believe it, even though I haven’t even 
heard it yet. 


Connor and my Father 


“What about your chemo?” | ask, needing to be sure he’s 
physically okay before | get down to the nitty gritty. 


“Ummm... I’ve arranged to go in later instead. Maybe 
tomorrow. I’ve been... ah... ummm... | Saw your name come 
up on her phone, I just had to pick up. Mine’s on the fritz 
again...” 


“Is she there?” | ask, trying not to let my voice crack, but it 
does anyway. 


“She’s in the shower. Look, Linda... l- 


“Where are you Dad, just tell me you’re okay,” Is all | can 
manage. 


“Ohhhh, honey. I’m fine,” he says in a consoling, 
everything’s alright voice. “In fact. I’ve never been better. 
Sorry. | just mean... ah Christ, this isn’t easy for me either. 
Has Mr. Leoni said anything to you? Has he been in touch, 
directly?” 


n 


A wave of panic washes over me. Like ice water, | suddenly 
remember that neither Connor, nor my Father know what 
I’ve been up to either. 


Judge not, lest ye be judged, and all that. 


“Ummm... Yeah. About that. I, uhhh. Where did you say you 
were again Dad? Just in case he asks.” 


“Oh no! Don’t tell him sweetie, just tell him I’m fine. I’m 
tucked away at the Casino for now, figured it’d be the last 
place he’d look. l'Il call him myself. Got some things | need 
to cover with him too...” 


Like Connor’s crazy Father in the same damned hotel? Or 
the fact he’s probably on his way to your room right now to 
kick your ass himself? 


“The Casino?” | ask, pretending to be surprised, which I kind 
of am. A lot. “Which suite?” 


“2112.” He says absently, “Why?” 


“Just wanting to know you’re safe, Dad. You were kidnapped 
after all, remember?” He guffaws, genuinely happy. | can’t 
remember the last time | heard Dad laughing. 


“Well. It’s been one strange day sweetie, all | Know is | won’t 
be flavor of the month with Mr. Leoni, or Mr. Murphy it would 
seem. | might be out of a job,” 


“What do you mean, Dad?” | ask, concern returning to my 
voice. | can hear a door opening, a low voice... | Know who it 
is with him now. 


“Oh...” | hear Connor exclaiming quietly in the background, 
then | hear giggling. 


“Never mind sweetheart, I’ve just run in with somebody from 
work... uh... | gotta go honey. l'Il call you tomorrow.” 


“Sure thing,” | say weakly, playing along. My guts are 
churning, but it feels so strange to be on the other side of 
the fence. 


If Daniel had a kid, or any family, how would they feel about 
what we’ve been doing? How is it any different just because 
it’s my dad? 


| want to tell him to put Connor on the line, so | can give her 
a piece of my mind, but it’s no use. | can’t feel angry about 
it. Not really. It just hurts to think both Connor and my Dad 
were planning something all along, using me and my crush 
on Daniel as bait, for what? So I could give them both an 
alibi? One’s the kidnapper, the others being kidnapped? 

| don’t know anything anymore, my head hurts, and my 
belly’s got a school of caffeinated fish, swimming ina 
swamp of spaghetti inside it. 

Ending the call without a proper goodbye, | realize, that 
even if | wanted to try and find suite 2112, I’m locked in the 
penthouse apartment anyway. 

Either way, I’m going nowhere, but can’t help wondering 
how far Daniel’s got in finding out the same story? 


He'll be mad as hell that one of his men, especially his right 
hand man, has taken up horizontal line dancing with a 
Murphy. | feel a start of terror again, remembering how he 
went nuts on that kid driving us. 


What if he does the same with Dad? Or worse. 
| have to get out of here! | have to find Daniel! 
Rushing to try the door, | cry out in defeat. 


It’s locked, dummy. That’s why they’re called locks. Mafia 
locks are probably good ones too... 


Think Linda. Think. 
Searching for the Casino’s number online, I’m put through to 
reception, then through to lost and found. 


“Zac! Long time no see? Yeah. | know. Say. Can you tell me? 
If someone buzzes to be let in up here, can | buzz them in, 
unlocking the door? Stupid me, | left the pass key 


somewhere. Mr. Leoni’s out and | might have just locked 
myself in... | think.” 


Zac’s quiet for a moment. Suspiciously quiet. 


“So, you locked the electronic door but can’t open it? You 
could only do that from the outside... Mr. Leoni has different 
security for his suite. | don’t think we can...” 


“I'd be interested to know is all, do you think you could try? 
Can you send someone up for me to buzz in on the 
intercom?” 

My stomach churns a little faster. 

“| dunno, Linda... | don’t think I should...” 

“Please, Zac...?” | beg, putting on my best teasing, naughty 
but nice voice. | can hear Zac’s breathing getting heavier. 
I’m having the right effect, but | don’t think- 

“Yeah, sorry Ms. Maloney. l'Il have to clear it with Mr. Leoni 
himself first. If you’re stuck, we can send someone, but Mr. 
Leoni needs to be updated.” 

Shit! Dana was right. They really stick together around here. 
“Ms. Maloney? Hell-” 


Sorry Zac. | haven’t got time for this. | need out, like right 
now! 


| start pacing again, when miracle of miracles: the intercom 
buzzes. | race to the screen. It looks like a maid with a 
trolley. 


“Uh... Hello! Housekeeping...! Damn thing! Place wasn’t 
locked last night...!” 


| get to test my theory, and pushing the entry button, | hear 
the lock click from the outside, followed closely by the 
cautious sounding cleaner. 


“Hullo. Housekeeping...” 


She nearly faints when I rush out from behind the corridor, 
but | briefly explain that Mr. Leoni is staying, along with me, 
in his penthouse. I tell her to leave the door open when she 
leaves and rush past her to the waiting elevator, just 
catching the doors before they close. 


Now! 2112.. or was it 2211...? 
Shit! 


CHAPTER 21 


Daniel 


I’m not mad. Okay, I’m a little mad. 
I’m more than mad. 
I’m furious. 


Tony Ferrari, if he wasn’t Linda’s father, would be about to 
get his first lesson in deep desert sand diving, without a 
mask. When Paul told me what had been going on, | was 
taken aback, shocked. I’m almost relieved we’ve found Tony 
safe and well, but | need to put my foot down. Fraternizing 
with a rival family, or in this case, a rival family’s boss’s 
daughter? It’s breaking the unwritten code. It goes against 
everything we stand for. 


It sure did explain why Murphy was taking it so hard, | 
almost feel sorry for the guy. Almost. 


| take the public elevator up. | should’ve guessed, but 
everything's easier in hindsight. 


Who would see this coming though? Your own bag man, 
your fucking right hand, running off with the opposition’s 
daughter? It’s too much. 


It’s disgusting. It’s unforgivable! 
It’s- 

“Daniel! Wait!” 

Linda. 


| turn to see her coming out of another elevator at the end of 
the hall. My god she’s beautiful. How the fuck did she get 
out of the penthouse? 


And then it hits me, like a wave of realizations. 


... It’s exactly what I’ve been doing myself. The whole thing 
with Linda, Tony and Connor, what’s the difference? 


Maybe that’s why I don’t really mind. Not really. So Tony 
found love after all? Good for him. Or maybe he’s just 
having some fun? Either way, he should’ve come to me. 
People could’ve been hurt over this... or worse. 


| feel the anger, disappointment and feelings of resentment 
dissipate as | rush to take Linda into my arms, she’s 
trembling; and | can feel something familiar and warm 
stirring inside me at the slightest sensation of her touch. 


“I'm glad | caught you before you got to their room,” she 
says, nuzzling into me. 


“What are you talking about? Is there anything you want to 
tell me, Linda?” | quiz her, dreading the thought of any more 
news in this saga. My mind can barely keep up with it so far. 


My god. If there’s a third couple, or anything else. l'Il just 
jump from the balcony of the penthouse...! can’t take it 
anymore. 


“Wait a second,” she says seriously, “we’re both talking 
about the same thing, right? Connor, and my daa? Please 
tell me, because | only just found out.” Her lower lip starts to 
tremble, and | draw her close again. 


“Heyyy, it’s alright.” | comfort her. “I heard Murphy walked in 
on... well. I’m gonna get to the bottom of it. We’re gonna get 
to the bottom of it. The main thing is your Dad’s safe, right?” 
| ask her, not meaning to smile as she screws her nose up at 
the thought. 


“Ewww...” she grimaces, leaving me wondering, worrying if 
she really thinks I’m Ewww, too. 


It must be written all over my face, because she kisses me 
straight away, letting me know that’s not what she meant at 


all. 


Tony Ferrari’s not a bad looking guy. He keeps in shape, like | 
do. He lives a clean life and certainly doesn’t look forty. Not 
that forty is even old. 


“Shall we just get this over and done with?” | ask, “I Know a 
guy, he’s got this new girl... and he’s just dying to... y’ 
know...” | raise my brows as I let her take my arm. 


“Yeah,” she chimes, “I know this girl...she’s so wet for this 
new guy she’s met...so hot.” 


We both try not to laugh as we get to 2112, which Linda 
repeats to herself aloud for some reason. | Knock. Softly at 
first, then pound on the damned thing. 


Guess | am a little bit mad still. 


Linda tugs at my sleeve, then points at the ‘do not disturb’ 
sign hanging on the handle. 


To hell with this, in my own damned Casino too! 


My boot on the door relieves it from its hinges in one kick. 
And Linda’s cry of surprise, tinged with fear, is matched by a 
scream from inside the room, then the clicking of the sound 
of a Glock’s slide. 


One look from me and Tony’s lowered his gun. Connor’s 
covered herself, and I’m grateful, at least; we haven’t 
interrupted anything more intimate than two people inside a 
casino hotel room. 


“Room service.” | sneer, avoiding the temptation to smack 
Tony stupid. 

He looks sheepish at first, then his own eyes narrow. As soon 
as he sees his daughter, Linda right beside me, | can see the 
light go on in his own mind. 


“Mr. Leoni... I-” 


“I'll take this, if you don’t mind,” | clip, snatching the Glock 
from him, “And | think l'Il do all the talking, how ‘bout that? 
Take a seat over there, the pair of you.” 


Linda stays put. She hasn’t said a word, and | don’t think 
she’s likely too just yet. | can feel her eyes burning into who 
| can only assume is Connor. A stunning redhead, but 
redheads aren’t my type. Especially the Murphy branded 
variety. 


I’m feel my head shaking, as if I’m surprised. If Tony had 
come to me yesterday, telling me even half of what’s 
happened today was going to happen, | would never have 
believed him. 


“You're my right hand man, Tony. | love you like a brother, so 
just answer some questions for me, honest, huh?” He nods 
readily, easily agreeing and we both relax a little more. 


“Did you ever once think about double-crossing me, the 
family?” 


“No,” he answers, truthfully. Tony’s a terrible liar, when he 
answers straight away, | know he’s telling the truth. 


“Question two, Do you love this girl here, even though she’s 
a Murphy? Shaun Murphy’s only daughter, | might add.” He 
looks across at her, and | know he does. 


“And you!” | ask suddenly, raising my voice and pointing my 
finger right at her, “Did you, at any point have plans on 
harming me or any member of my family? Or were you really 
just looking for a way out, thinking that Tony here, the man 
you fell in love with and his daughter, would also be the best 
people to get you out of a jam?” 


The girl looks down, she’s crying, but they’re good tears. 
She’s a good kid at heart, | can tell. 


“Well. I’m glad that’s settled,” | say, cracking my neck and 
sniffing loudly, feeling an unwanted rise of emotions coming 
from my own chest. 


“Just a minute.” Tony says, standing up and walking right 
over to me, until our noses are almost touching. | can see 
him tensing, twitching. 


“My daughter,” he growls low. 


“If you're going to take her from me, | need to know she'll be 
respected, treated right and looked after, in the proper way. 
Not treated like some piece of ass.” 


| frown, feeling the sting of someone even suggesting it, but 
given he’s Linda’s father, | can take it. 


| clap my hand on his shoulder, and feel a sense of relief 
when his hand clasps mine. An unspoken pledge, a promise 
that l'Il always do the right thing by Linda, and by Tony 
himself. 

“Well. | hope in that case, you can pardon the intrusion. I'll 


leave the door open on the way out. Call reception, have 
them put you in another suite, get maintenance up here.” 


“Yes Sir, and thanks Daniel.” 
“Don’t mention it,” | say. 


| can see Linda eyeing Connor, but know that’s a 
conversation for another day, another time. For now, I’d like 
to go on ahead upstairs and pick up where we left off and | 
think she agrees. 


CHAPTER 22 


Linda 


We make it back to Daniel’s private elevator, I’m counting 
the beats of my racing heart until the mirrored doors close, 
leaving the outside world behind. In a second, | can feel his 
hands on my waist from behind me. | reach around, 
instinctively grasping his already stiff manhood through his 
bulging pants. | want to turn and face him, but his strong, 
powerful arms hold me tight, bending me over slightly as his 
foot pushes one of mine to the side, opening my legs wider, 
edging me forward as | feel my pendulous breasts spilling 
out of my top. | gasp at the weight of them, the aching 
heaviness sending a charge from my rock hard nipples, 
down to my swollen, throbbing clit. 


| hear Daniel swear in Italian, catching his eyes in the 
numerous mirrors surrounding us, | can see them, along with 
the rest of his huge, rippling body, getting keener and more 
excited at the prospect of taking me from behind. Making 
me his for the second time today. 


| groan in frustration, an animalistic cry escapes me as | feel 
my skirt lifted and my panties torn hard to the left, exposing 
my sodden heat, ready for my man’s stiffness to enter me. 
Being with Daniel seems to bring out the animal in both of 
us. 


Grinding the fullness of my hips and ass back onto his 
stiffening cock, | can feel his hot, swollen tip getting moist 
against my own rising heat. | soread my legs even further 
apart, steadying myself by gripping the gleaming gold rails 
on either side of the elevator. 


“| can’t wait ‘til we get there.” Daniel moans, freeing his 
enormous cock in a single movement, barely giving me time 
to appreciate its beauty, before | feel the entire length of its 
hardness thrust inside me, as we both let out a unified moan 
of relief, with the edge of rising tension that is the beginning 
of our own climax together again. 


| feel Daniel’s huge hands cupping my swinging chest, 
rolling and kneading the stiffness of my nipples in time with 
each thrust inside me. 


| throw my head back. Growling for more of the same, but | 
can feel Daniel’s hardness shift into a new level of ecstasy, 
his concentrated breaths in tune with his movements, 
guiding himself to my pleasure center with every stroking 
inch, expertly delivered. I’m so far forward, Daniel on his 
toes, angling himself upwards for maximum penetration into 
my twitching hole. His smooth, fat fingers over my clit, 
swiping in time with his pounding, sends me into overdrive 
and I cry out again, my legs threatening to buckle from the 
pleasure. 


His rhythm faster, the edge of his hardness more intense. | 
feel him taking my hands, one at a time from the rails as he 
asks if | trust him. | nod eagerly, closing my eyes, savoring 
every moment of him inside me, as well as supporting me 
outside. He brings my hands slowly around behind my back, 
and | feel them clasped in his. | push back further onto him, 
feeling a tightness over one of my fingers. 


| want to look in the mirrors, | want to see my hands, but 
with my eyes closed, and being so close to a climax | know 
we'll share, | surrender myself to the moment. 


“| want to do this every day with you, Linda. Us, together...” 


| moan in agreement, jerking suddenly with pre-climactic 
excitement. My knee starts to shudder uncontrollably. 


“Do you want this too? Every day... Do you...?” 


My eyes shoot open, locking on his in the reflection of the 
smoked glass. 


“Are you...?” 


He nods slowly, intensely. Not taking his eyes from mine, not 
for an instant. He lets go of my hand, and I bring it around to 
the front of me, resting my palm flat against the elevator 
wall to admire the most beautiful heart shaped diamond I’ve 
ever seen. 


It almost distracts me from my pending climax, but as Daniel 
continues to ease in and out of me with greater intensity, | 
can feel him swelling as | feel the envelope of my own limits 
about to burst. 


“Well?” He asks, almost breathless, “Will you? Will you be 
my wife, Linda?” 


As soon as he Says it, | feel him explode inside of me, my 
own contractions in time with his. | feel the whole world 
disappear, as we merge into one being again. As if from far 
away, | can hear my quavering voice shouting “Yes! Yes! 
Yes!” in time with our own extended, earth shattering 
climax. 


Collapsing in a heap of sighs, laughter and kisses, we’re a 
completed puzzle on the sumptuous floor of the elevator. 
Suspended high above the world, with nothing and no one 
to bother us, | feel a freedom I’ve never known, and a 
happiness I’d like to know more often, sharing it with the 
one | love. 


“Ah... Just checking, Linda.. was that a yes?” 


“Oh it’s a yes alright!” | inform him swiftly, nestled in his 
huge arms; pressing myself back further into his firm torso. 


“Just one question, Mr. Leone?” 
“Yes, Mrs. Leoni?” 


“Do you think we'll ever finally make it to a real bed to make 
love?” 


“I'll certainly try hard for the rest of my life to find out,” he 
says, holding me tighter. ” What’s wrong with the elevator? 
It’s cozy enough.” he teases, stroking my hair back behind 
my ear. 


“| love you Daniel.” | whisper, and feeling his mouth over my 
ear, he tells me the same thing. 


“I love you.” 
It’s the last thing | hear before we both drift off to sleep. 


EPILOGUE 


Linda 


In true Daniel style, the cathedral was bought, renovated 
and then packed with family from across the street and from 
as far away as the old country. Flown in and made to feel as 
welcome as | was, as part of a family that still feels more like 
a community. | wanted to wait, but with my baby bump no 
longer passing for carbonara, the date was set as soon as 
Daniel could peel himself away from my belly long enough 
to get a suit fitted. Dad was proud to give me away at the 
wedding, and his friendship with Daniel has only grown 
stronger, now that we really are family. 


Connor and I had our /ittle talk, and with both of us in so 
deep with our new men, it was all forgotten after | asked her 
to be my bridesmaid. 


As much as we girls wanted a double wedding, even Daniel 
agreed with Tony, that it might be best to wait, even just a 
month. So we did, and I got to be a bridesmaid for Connor, 
with Daniel giving her away in her own Father’s absence. 
After his little trip to Daniel’s casino, Shaun Murphy swore 
off them, and the booze. He headed back to Ireland, sobered 
up and found religion. 


Dad, | just call him Tony now, took over the management of 
Daniel’s side of the whole family business. He’s in his first 
full year of remission, and the doctor’s say his own 
happiness is the best medicine, with no signs of him getting 
sick again anytime soon. 


Daniel and | are now full time ‘at home parents’, with Jessica 
and Daniel Jr. Making a surprise entrance into the world a 
few weeks early. 


Daniel said he wants to do nothing but cook for us all, and 
focus on making more little brothers and sisters for the first 
set of twins to play with. 


“First set?” | asked, “How many more sets of twins do you 
plan on!” 


“AS many as you like, darling. The more the merrier. l'Il leave 
the final figure up to you, but if it ends in double digests, I'll 
be a happy man. The Leoni line needs to be strong!” 


| get chills every time | see Daniel with our two babies, he’s 
so big and they’re still so small. Seeing them in his huge 
arms, how gentle he is with them, I tell him twenty times a 
day how much | love him; that I’m the luckiest girl alive. 


I’ve only ever seen Daniel cry once. No, twice! The first time 
was when | told him recently that | was pregnant for the 
second time, with triplets. 


The second time was when Jessica said ‘daddy’ and Daniel Jr. 
Said ‘Mommy’, both their first words, and they both said it at 
exactly the same time as Daniel and | were changing them 
both. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Daniel 


Kids are like the wisest people. They can teach us so much, 
if we just ease off trying to tell them how to do ‘grown up’ 
stuff, which none of us got any better at, | might add. 


| watched the older Leoni family members pass on, and the 
family business management went to Tony. Linda and 
Connor, with a little Leoni financial help, set up Bambini 
Fashionista. An exclusive fashion line for moms and babies, 
with European style and feel, affordable on any budget. At 
first, | said, “whatever honey,” but within five years, it 
became clear we had a giant in the making. 


My family stake holdings, | put into a trust, after liquidating 
anything legally questionable. My kids are the world’s 
future, | don’t want them looking over their shoulder for 
something | did twenty years ago. 


Daniel Jr. Helps me with the non profit side of the business, 
while Jessica is a budding graphic designer, her own line of 
teenage fashion is causing a real stir lately. 


They've grown up fast, but it’s what they’ve taught Linda 
and me which makes me so proud of them. Oh. And their 
other brothers and sisters too. 


Linda did have triplets, about a year after Dan and Jess came 
along, followed by what the doctors would only describe as a 
series of ‘exceptional births.’ 


Another set of triplets, and then a set of twins later, | got a 
call at the office one day from Linda. “No more babies 
Daniel! If you want another one, make it yourself ” 


We doubled down on help around the house, and | still only 
sleep around four or five hours, even though they’re mostly 
all grown up now. 


Dan 2.0 wasn't allowed, and after that | was almost banned 
from naming them as they came along, but Daniel Jr. and 
Jessica helped Mommy choose and Daddy just nodded 
thought they were all great names. 


| traded in the Maserati for a minivan. We never made it to 
the teens in numbers, but the Leoni clan is stronger than 
ever, and | feel like the luckiest guy alive every time | hear 
my favorite three letter word being yelled out when the 
perfect peace gets shattered, about eighteen times a day. 
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